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PREFACE 



BY THE EDITOK 



The Poems which I take the liberty of pub- 

; lishing were never intended by the Author to 

' pass beyond the circle of his friends. He 

thought, with some justice, that what are called 

Occasional Poems must be always insipid and 

oninteresting to the greater part of their readers. 

The particular situations in which they were 

; Written ; the character of the author and of hi$ 
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associates; all these peculiarities must be know 
and felt before we can enter into the spirit of sue 
compositions. This consideration would hav 

* 

always, I believe, prevented Mr. Little froB 
submitting these trifles of the moment to the ey 
of dispassionate criticism: and if their post 
humous introduction to the world be injustic 
to his memory, or intrusion on the public, th 
error must be imputed to the injudicious pai 
tiality of friendship. 

Mr. Little died in his one-and-twentietl 
year ; and most of these Poems were written a 
«o early a period, that their errors may claii 
some indulgence from the critic : their authoi 
as unambitious as indolent, scarce ever looke 
beyond the moment of composition ; he wfoI 
as he pleased, careless whether he pleased as \ 
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i. It may likewise be remembered, that 
were all the productions of an age when the 
>os very often give a colouring too warm 
e imagination; and this may palliate, if it 
»t excuse, that air of levity which pervades 
any of them. The " aurea legge, s*ei piace 
ice/' he too ^uch pursued, and too much 
:ates. Few can regret this more sincerely 
myself ; and if my friend had lived, the judg- 
of riper years would have chastened his 
, and tempered the luxuriance of his fiuicy. 

'. Little gave much of his time to the 
of the amatory writers. If ever he ex- 
i to find in the ancients that delicacy of 
lent and variety of fancy which are so ne- 
y to refine and animate the poetry of love, 
i6 much disappointed. I know not any one 
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of them who can be regarded as a model in 1 
Btyle ; Ovid made love like a rake^ and Propei 
like a schoolmaster. The mythological alius 
of the latter are called erudition by his c 
mentators; but such ostentatious display^ u 
a subject so simple as love^ would be i 
esteemed vague and puerile^ and was evei 
fais own times pedantic. It is astonishing 
so many critics have preferred him to the 
thetic Tibullus ; but I believe the defects wl 
a common reader condemns have been loc 
upon rather as beauties by those erudite i 
the commentators^ who find a field for t 
ingenuity and research in his Grecian lean 
and quaint obscurities* 

Tibullus abounds with touches of fine 
tiatural feeling. The idea of his unexpe 
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» to IXelia^ '^Tunc veniam subito*,'' &c. 
fighied "widi all the delicate ardour of a 
;. and the sentiinent of ^'nec te posae 
e velim,^ bowever colloquial the exprea* 
nugr have been, is natural, and from the 
:«, : But^ in my opimon, the poet of Verona 
388ed more genuine feeling than any of them, 
life waa, I believe, unfortunate; his asso* 
SfWere wild find abandoned ; and the warmth 
ia nature took too much advantage of the 
ide which the morals of those times so 
linally allowed to the passions. All this 
*aved his imaginatiod, and made it the slave 
bis senses: but still a native sensibility is 
n very warmly perceptible; and when he 
;hes on pathos, he reaches the heart imme- 
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eculiarly the fate of Catullus, that the better 
id more valuable part of his poetry has not 
iached us; for there is confessedly nothii^ 
I his extant works to authorize the epithet 
doctus/' so universally bestowed upon him 
y the ancients. If time had su£fered the rest to 
scape, we perhaps should have found among 
Aem some more purely amatory; but of those 
fe possess, can there be a sweeter specimen of 
^arm, yet chastened description, than his loves 
f Acme and Septimius ? and the few little songs 
f dalliance to Lesbia are distinguished by such 
n exquisite playfulness, that they have always 
een assumed as models by the most elegant 
lodem Ladnists. Still, I must confess, in the 
lidst of these beauties, 
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-Medio de fonte leporum 



Surgit amari aliqmd^ quod in ipsis floribos angat*. 

It has often been remarked, that the ancients' 
knew nothing of gallantry ; and we are told there 
was too much sincerity in their love to allow 
them to tr.fle with the semblance of passion. But 
I cannot perceive that they were any thmg more 
constant than the modems: they felt all the 
same dissipation of the heart, though they knew 
not those seductive graces by which gallantry 
almost teaches it to be amiable. Wotton, the 
learned advocate for the modems, deserts them 
in considering this point of comparison, and 
praises the ancients for their ignorance of such a 
refinement; but he seems to have collected his 

♦ ♦LucTctius. 
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notions of gallantry from the insipid fadeurs of 
the French romances, which are very unlike the 
aentinoiental^ levity, the '^ grata protervitas/' of 
a Rochester or a Sedley. 

. From what I have had an opportunity of 
observing^ the early poets of our own language 
were the models which Mr* Little selected for 
imitation. To attain their simplicity (sevo 
rarissima nostro simplicitas) was his fondest 
ambition. He could not have aimed at a grace 
more difficult of attainment * ; and his life was 

* It is a curious illustration of ttie labour M^hich simplicity 
Kqiiiies, that the Ramblers of Johnson, elaborate as they 
appear, were written with fluency, and seldom required re> 
visioh ; while the simple language of Rousseau, which seems 
to come flowiniE from the heart, was the slow production of 
painful labour, pausing on every word, and balancing every 
stntencc 



PREFACE. 



of too short a date to allow him to perfect such 
a taste; but how far he was likely to have 
succeeded, the critic may judge from hb pro* 
ductions. 

I have found among his papers a novel, in 
rather an imperfect state, which, as soon as I 
have arranged and collected it, shall be sub* 
mitted to the public eye. 

Where Mr. Little was bom, or what is the 
genealogy of his parents, are points in which 
very fewVeaders can be interested. His life was 
one of those humble streams which have scarcely 
a name in the map of life, and the traveller may 
pass it by without inquiring its source or di« 
rection. His character was well known to all 
who were acquainted with him ; for he had too 
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much vanity to hide its virtues, and not enough 
of art to conceal its defects. The lighter traits of 
Us mind may be traced perhaps in his writings; 
but the few for which he was valued live only in 
die remembrance of his friends^ 

T. M. 



TO J. AT— NS— N, Esq* 



^ii¥ d1:ar STB, 

I FEBL a very sincere pleaMire 
in dedicating to you the Second Edition pf oUr 
friend Little's Poems. I am not unconscious 
that there are many in the collection which per- 
haps it would be {Prudent to have altered or 
omitted; and, to say the truth, I more than 
oncQ revised them for that purpose : but, I 
know not ^hy, I distrusted either my heart or 
my judgment; sfhd the consequence is, you have 
Xhem in their original form : 

If on possunt nostros multae^ Faustine, lit^rae 
£mendare jocosr: una litura potest. 
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I am convinced, however, that, though not 
quite a casuiste relacfie, you have charity enough 
to forgive such inoffensive follies : you know 
ihe pious Beza was not the less revered for those 
sportive juvenilia which he published uiider a 
fictitious name; nor did the levity of Bembo's 
poems prevent him from making a very gooci 
cardinal. 

Beffeve me, my dear iiriend. 

With the truest esteem, 
Yours, 
Jpril 19, 1802. T. M. 
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TO JULIA. 

IN ALLUSION TO SOME ILLIBERAL CRITICISMSi 



\Vhy, let the stingless critic chicle 
With all that fiime of vacant pride 
Which mantles o*er the pedant fool> 
Like vapour on a stagnant pool ! 
Oh ! if the song, to feeling true. 
Can please th' elect, the sacred few. 
Whose souls, by Taste and Nature taught. 
Thrill with the genuine pulse of thought — 
If some fond feeling maid like th^e. 
The warm-ey'd child of Sympathy, 
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Shall say, while o*er my simple theme 
She languishes in Passion's dream^ 
*' He was, indeed, i tender ^^odl-^ 
'' No critic law, no chill control. 
Should ever freeze, by timid a?l> > 
The flowings of so fond a heart !'' 
Yes, soul of Nature ! soul of Xove ! 
That, hov*ring like a snow-wing*d dove, 
Breath'd o'er my cradle ^warbltngs wild. 
And haiVd me Passion's warmest child t 
Grant me the tear from Beauty's eye. 
From Feeling's breast the votive sigh j 
Oh ! let my song, my mem'ry, find 
A shrine within the tender mind ; 
And I will scorn the critic's chide. 
And I will scorn the fume of pride. 
Which mantles o'er the pedant fool 
Like vapour on ,a stagnant pool 1 
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«>A LADY, 

• ', » ■ ' . . • 

<■■•■— ' • , 

WITH SOlIf B M ANU8CBIPT POEMS. 
OK tt^INO' TKB COVNTET. 



When, casting many a look behind, 
J leave the-friends I cherish here*^ 

Perchance some^ other friends to find. 
Bat surely finding none so dear— 

Haply the little simple page. 

Which votite thds I 've traced for thee. 
May now and then a look engage. 

And steal a moment*s thought for me. 

But, oh ! in pity let not those 

Whose hearts are not of gentle mould. 
Let not the eye that seldom fiows 

With feeling tear, my song behold r 



For, trust me, they who never melt 
, With pity, never melt with love -, 
And they will frown at all I 've felt. 
And all my loving lays reprove* 

But if, perhaps, some gentler mind. 

Which rather loves to praise than blame. 

Should in my page an interest find. 
And linger kindly on my name 5 

Tell him,— or, oh ! if, gentler still. 
By female lips my name be blest > 

Ah ! where do all affections thrill 
So sweetly as in woman*s breast ?— 

Tell her, tljat he whose loving themes 
Hef eye indulgent wanders o'er. 

Could sometimes wake from idle dreams. 
And bolder flights of fancy soar -, 

That Glory oft would claim the lay. 

And Friendship oft his numbers move ; 
But whisper then, that, '^ sooth to say. 
His sweetest song was giv'n to Lovx I 
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TO MRS. 



If, in the dream that hovers 
Around my sleeping mind. 

Fancy thy form discovers. 
And paints thee melting kind i 

If joys from sleep I borrow. 
Sure thou 'It forgive me this 5 

For he who wakes to sorrow. 
At least may dream of bliss ! 

Oh ! if thou art, in seeming, 
All that I 've e*er required j 
Oh ! if I feel, in dreaming, 
- - All that I Ve c*er desir'd 5 
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Wilt thou forgive ray taking 
A kiss^ or— —something more ? 

What thou denj'st me waking, . 
Oh! let me slumber o'er ! 
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Ta THX LARGE AND BEAUTIF0L 

MISS . 

IN ALLUSION TO 80MS PARTHERSHIP IW A LOTTERY SHARE. 



IMPROMPTU. 



Ego pars- 



ViRO. 



In wedlock a species of lottery lies^ 
Where in blanks and in prizes we deal } 

But how comes it that ypu^ such a capital prize. 
Should so long have remained in the wheels 

If ever, by Fortune's indulgent decree. 

To me such a ticket should roll, 
A sixteenth, Heav'n knows ! were suf&cient for me } 

For what could I do with the whole ? 
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TO JULIA. 



iVell, Julia, if to love, and live 
'Mid all the pleasures love can give. 

Be crimes that bring damnation ', 
You — ^you and I have giv*n such scope 
To loves and joys, we scarce can hope. 

In heav'n, the least salvation ! 

And yet, I think, did Heav'n design 
That blisses dear, like yours and mine. 

Should be our own undoing ; 
It had not made my soul so warm. 
Nor giv'n you such a witching form. 

To bid me dote on ruia ! 



I 



Then wipe away that timid teat ; 
Sweet traant ! 70a have nought to fear^ 

Though you were whekn'd in sin ; 
Stand bat at heaven's gate awhUe> 
. And you so like an angel smilQ, 

They canY but ZefjfOMvitt. 
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And do I then wonder that Julia deeeivda me^ 
When surely there's nothing in nature more oom-^ 
mon ? 

She TOWS to be true^ and while vowing she leaves 
But could I expect any more from a woman ? 



Oh^ woman ! your heart is a pitifld treasure ; 

And Mahomet*8 doctrine was not too severe^ 
When he thought you were only materials of pleasure^ 

And reason and thinking were out of your sphere. 

By your hearty when the fond sighing lover can win it. 
He thinks that an age of anxiety 's paid y 

3ut, oh ! while he*s blest, let him die on the minute-^ 
If he live but a day, be '11 be surely betray'd. y 
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IMITATION OF CATULLUS*, 

TO HIMSELF. 
Miter Catiille^ dosinas incptUe^ te. 



C/BA8B the sighmg fooL to plaj $ 
Cease to trifle life away J 
Nor vainly think those joyis thine own, 
Whkh all^ alas ! have wisely flown ! 
What hours^ Catollus^ once were thine^ 
How fairly seem'd thy day to shine. 
When lightly thou didst fly to meet 
iht gal, who smil'd so rosy sweet-* 
The girl thou lov'dst with fonder pain 
Than e*er thy heart can feel again ! 

* Few pqety Jimew. better than Catullus what a French writer 

calls 

•——la delicatesse 

■yn. • D'un voluptueux sentiment ; 

bm his Ipii&ittaf too dften obscuved his imagiaatiqii; E. 
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You'met — ^your souls seem'd all iti dne-i^ 
Sweet little sports were said and done— ^ 
Thy heart was warm enough for l)dth, ''^■^ 
Anthers,' indeed,' was nothiiigidafffi! ^ 
Such were the hours that once were thine ; 
But, ah ! those hours no longer shine ! 
For now the nymph delights no more 
In what she lov'd so dear before ; 
And all Catullus now can do. 
Is to be' proud iand frigid too ; 
Nor follow where the wanton flies, 
Nor sue the bliss that she denies. 
Fakei niald ! he bids farewell to thee. 
To love, and all love's misery. 
The hey-day of his heart is o*er. 
For will he court one favour more ; 
But soon he '11 see thee droop thy head, 
Dbom'd to ?. lone and loveless bed. 
When none will seek the happy night. 
Or come to traffic in delight ! 
Fly, peijur'd girl ! — ^but whither fly ? 
Who now will praise thy cheek and eye ? 
Who now will drink the syren tone, 
Which' tells him thou art aU his own ? 



Who now will court thy wild delights^ 
Thx.]^onej kissji and turtle bites ? 
Oh ! .ii;^)|ie.-^ADd he who lovM before 
Can Q^er> never love thee more \ 
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YoUB mother says, my little Venus, 
There 's something not correct between us. 

And you *re in fault as much as I : 
Now, on my soul, my little Venus, 
I think 't would not be right, between us. 

To let your mother tell a lie 1 

* I believe this epigram is originally French. E. 
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TO 3ULUu 



1 HOUOH Fzte, my girl> may bid us part^ 
Our seftdtf it cttxidty fehall natBevtr ; 

The heart wiU'ifeek its Idnditd liestit. 
And clli^ 16 ii )&6 do^ as e?er. 

But must we^ must we part indeed ? 

Is all our dream of rapture over ? 
And does not Julia's bosom bleed 

To leave so dear, so fond a lover ? 

Does she too mourn ? — Perhaps she may ; 

Perhaps she weeps our blisses fleeting : 
But why is Julia's eye so gay. 

If Julia's heart like mine is beating ? 



16 



,:fif>m^ 



iav-^vaoi 



aomrer 



vB^S^ 



wmm 



I ofl have lov*d the brilliant glow 
Of rapture in her blue eye str^aming^— 

But can the bosom bleed with woe> 
While J07 is in the glances beamiqg ? 

No, no !— Yet, love^ I will uot ch|.dej ^ 
Although your heart were fond of roviQg : 

Nor that, nor all the world beside, . 

Could keep your&iithfU boy from loving. 

You *li soon be distant from his eye. 
And,, with you, idl that 's worth possessing. 

Oh ! theu it will be sweet to die. 
When life Jias lost its only blessing ! 
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SwxBT seducer ! blandly smiling j 
Charming stilly and still b^uiling ! 
Oft I swore to love thee never. 
Yet I love thee more than ever ! 

Why that little wanton blushing. 
Glancing eye, and bosom flushing ? 
Flashing warm, and wily glancing-— 
All is lovely, all entrancing I 

Tom away those lips of blisses— 
I am poisonM by thy kisses ! 
Yet, again, ah ! turn them to me c 
Ruin's sweet, when they undo me ! 

Oh ! be less, be less enchanting ; 
Let some little grace be wanting; 
Let my eyes, when I 'm expiring^ 
Case awhile without admiring/! ' 

■o 
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NATURE'S LABELS. 






A FHAGMSNT. 
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In vain we fondly strive to trace , 

The soul*8 reflexion in the facei 

In vain we dwell on lines and crosses^ 

Crooked mouth, or short proboscis j 

Boobies have look*d as wise, and bright 

As Plato or the Stagirite ; 

And many a sage and learned skoll 

Has peep*d through windows dark and dull ! 

Since then^ though art do all it can. 

We ne*er can reach the inward man. 

Nor inward woman, from without, 

(Though, ma*am, you smile, as if in doubt,) 

I think *twere well if Nature could 

(And Nature could, if Nature woold) 

Some pretty short descriptions write. 

On taffiets larj^, in black and wiiite, - 
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Which she might hang about our throttles^ 
Like labels upon physic-bottles* 
There we might read of all— But stay- 
As learned diflli^cticB 8ay> 
The argument most apt and ample 
For common use> is the example. 
For instiance^ then— of Nature's care 
Had not arrang*d those ttiaits so &ir^ 
'Which speak the soul of Lucy L-nd-n, 
This is the label she *d have piun*d on : 

LABEL FIRST. 

Within this vase there lies enshrin*d 
The purest^ brightest gem of mind ! 
Though Feeling's hand may sometimes throw 
tTpon its charms the shade of woe. 
The lustre of the gem, when veil'd^ 
Shall be but mellow'd, not concealed 



Now, sirs, imagine, if you *re able. 
That Nature wrote a second label. 
They're her own words-^at least suppose so— 
And boldly pin It on Fomposo. 
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LABEL SECOND. 

When I compos 'd the fustian brain 
Of this redoubted captain Vain, 
I had at hand but few ingredients. 
And so was forc*d to use expedients. 
I put therein some small discerning, 
A grain of sense, a gi^aih of learning; 
And when I saw the void behind, 
I filTd it up with— froth and wind ! 
♦ ♦ # ♦ * 
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SwBBir Uldjr ! Ibok not ^us again : 
Those ntde pouting smiles recall 

A maid remembered now with pain^ 
Who was my love, my life, my all I 

Oh \ while this heart delirious took 
Sweet poison from her thrilling eye,. 

Thus would she pout, and lisp, and look> 
And I would hear, and gaze, and sigh i 

Yes, I did love her — madly love- 
She was the sweetest, best deceiver ! 

And oft she swore she *d never rove ! 
And I was destin'd to believe her I 
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Then^ lady^ do not wear the smile 
Of her whose smile could thus betray. 

Alas ! I think the lovely wile 
Again might steal my heart away. 

And when the spell that stole my mind 
On lips so pure as thine I see^ 

I fear the heart which she resign*d 
Will err again, and fly to thee ! 



»9»W»r ^. 



iri > 



wapat 



vnnu. SONG. 



Why^ the world are all thinking about it 5 
And as for myself, I can swear^ 

If I fancied that heav'n were without it, 
I'd scarce feel a wish to go there. 

If Mahomet would but receive me. 

And Paradise be as he paints, 
I 'm greatly afraid, God forgive me ! 

I 'd worship the eyes of his saints. 

But why should I think of a trip 
To the Prophet's seraglio above. 

When PhilUda gives me her lip. 
As my own little heaven of love ! 

Oh^ Phyllis ! that kiss may be sweeter 
Than ^et by mortal was given $ 

Bat your lip, love, is only St. Peter» 
ig^ keeps bat the key to your heaven ? 
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TO JULIA. 



JMocK me no more with Love's beguiling dream^ 
A dream> I find^ iUusory as sweet : 

One smile of friendship, nay of cold esteem. 
Is dearer far than passion's bland deceit ! 

I *ve heard you oft eternal truth declare -, 
Your heart was only mine, I once believ'd* 

Ah ! shall I say that all your vows were air ? 
And must I say, my hopes were all deceived ? 

Vow, then, no longer that our souls are t\nn*d> 
That all our jojrs are felt with mutual zeal : 

Jialia ! 'tis pity, pity makes you kind ; 
Yott Imow I love^ and you would s^m. to feeL 
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Bat shall I still go revel in those arms 
On bliss in which affection takes no part } 

No^ no ! farewell ! you give me but your charms^ 
When I had fondly thought yon gave your heart ! 
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IMPROMPTU. 



Look io my eyes, my blushJog i^^\ 
, Thou *lt see thyself reflected there ; 
And as I gaze on thine^ I see 
Two little miniatures of me. 
Thus in our looks some propagation Iie8^ 
For we vtake holies in each other's eyes I 
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TO tOBA. 



Dos8 Aie liarp of Rosa dumber ? 

Once ifbreathM the sweetest ntimber I %^i 

Never does a wilder s^g 

Steal the breezy lyre along. 

When the sirmd,^ in odours djing^ 

Wooes it with eoamour'd sighing* 

Does the haip of Rosa cease ? 

Once it told a tale <^ peace > 

To her loyerV throbbing breast— » 

Then he was divinely blest ! 

Ah ! but Rosa loves no moroj 

Therefore Rosa*s song is o*erj 

And her harp neglected lies j 

And her boy forgotten sighs. 

Sikot harp— forgotten lover-— 

Rosa's lore and song are over 1 
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SYMPATHY. 

TO JUUA. 
sine me sit nulla Venus* SulficiAt 



OuK hearts, my love, were doomM to be 
The genuine twins of Sympathy : 

They live with one sensation r 
In joy or grief^ bat mo^ in love. 
Our heart-strings musically move. 

And thrill with like vibration. 

How often have I heard theesay. 
Thy vital pulse shall cease to play 

When mine no mcH'e is moving ! 
Since, now, to feel a joy ahne 
Were worse to thee than feeling 

&uch sympathy- in loving ! 



And, oh ! how oflen in those eyes. 
Which melting heam'd, like azure skies 

In dewy veraal weather- 
How often have I raptur*d read 
The homing glance^ that silent said, 

** Now, love, we feel together 7** 



9^ 



tlETY. 



Sue, the pretty Dun^ ! 

Prays with warm emotion ^ 
Sweetly rolls her eyes 

In love or in devotion. 

If her pious heart 

Softens to relieve you. 
She gently shares the fault, 

With> ^' Oh ! may God forgive you I** 



r 
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TO JULIA. 



1 SAW the peasant's hand unkind 
From yonder oak the ivy sever; 

They seem*d in very being twin'd j 
Yet now the oak is fresh as ever. 

Not so the widow'd ivy shines : 
Tom from its dear and only stay^ 

In drooping widowhood it pines. 
And scatters all its blocHns away ! 

Thus, Julia, did our hearts entwine^ 
Till Fate disturb'd their tender ties : 

Thus gay indifierence blooms in thine> 
While miBe> de^erted^ droops and dies 1. 
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TO MRS. 



. ..... amore 

la canuti pensier si discon?eiie. Guarini. 



Xjs,$, I think I once heard of an amorous yonth 
Who was canght in his grandmother*s bed i 

But I own I had ne'er such a liquorish tooth 
As to wish to be there in his stead* 

Tis for jovi, my dear madam^ such conquests to make : 

Antiquarians may value you high ; 
But I swear I can't love for antiquity's sake> 

Such a poor virtuoso am I. 

I have seen many ruins all gilded with care> 
But the cracks were still plain to the eye : 

And I ne'er felt a passion to venture in there^ 
But tum'd up my nose^ and pass'd by ! 
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TO 



v>AN I agdn that form caress^ 
Or on that lip in rapture twine ? 

No^ no ! the lip that all may presi 
Shall never more be press'd by mine. 

Can I again that look recall 

Which once could make me die for thee ? 
No^ no ! the eye that burns on all 

Shall never more be prized by me ! 
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WRITTEN IN THE BLANK LEAF 



OF A 



LADY'S COMMON-PLACE BOOK. 






XiEBE is one leaf reserv*d for me^ 
From all thy sweet memorials firee ; 
And here my simple song might tell 
The feelings thou must gaess so wdl« 
But could I thus^ within thy mind^ 
One little vacant corner find. 
Where no impression yet is seen. 
Where no memorial yet has been^ 
Oh ! it ^ould be my sweetest care 
To wrikt my name for ever thn-e ! 
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SONG. 



Away with this poutJAg and sadness ! 

Sweet girl ! will you never give o'er ? 
I love 7oU| by Heaven ! to madness^ 

And what can I swear to you more ? 
Believe not the old woman's fable^ 

That oaths are as short as a kiss ; 
I 'U love you as long as I 'm able^ 

And swear for no longer than this. 

Then waste not the time with professions -, 

For not to be blest when we can^ 
Is one of the darkest transgressions 

That happen 'twixt woman and man."— 
Pretty moralist ! why thus beginning 

My innocent warmth to reprove ? 
Hedv'n knows that I never lov'd sinning"^ 

Except little sinnings in love ! 



4(> P«^BAU. 

If swearing, however, will do it. 

Come, bring me the calendar, pray — 
I vow, by that lip, I '11 go througli it. 

And not miss a saint on my way. 
The angels shall help me to wheedle j 

I *11 swear upon i^yery one 
That e'er danc'd on the point of a needle *, 

Or rode on a beam of the sun I 

Oh ! why should Platonic control, love, " 

Enchain an emotion so free ? 
Your soul, though a very sweet soul, love. 

Will ne*er be sufficient for me. 
If you think, by this coldness and scorning. 

To seem more angelic and bright. 
Be an angel, my love, in the morning. 

But, oh ! le a woman to-night 1 

^ I believe Mr. Little alluded here to a famous question 
among the early schoolmen : ** How many thousand angels 
*' could dance on the point of a very fine needle, without jost- 
<* ling one another ?*' If he could have been thinking of the 
schools while he was wrlciog this song, we cannot say '* canit 
" inJQctum** 






TO ROSA. 



L*f K£ que who trusts to stiininer skies^ 
And puts his little bark to sea^ 

Is he wh'o^ lur'd by smiling eyes. 
Consigns his simple heart to thee. 

Pcxr fickle is the summer wind. 
And sadly may the bark be tost -, 

For thou art sure to change thy mind. 
And then the wretched heart is lost ! 
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'JOOBO^A. 



Oh ! why shoukl the girl of my soul be intltaihs 

At a meeting of rapture like tbis> 
When the glooms of the past and the sonow of years 

Have been paid by a moment of blias } 

Are they shed for that moment of blissful delight^ 

Which dwells on her memory yet ? 
Do they flow^ like the dews of the amorous night. 

From the warmth of the sun that has set ? 

Oh ! sweet is the tear on that languishing .smile^ 

That smile^ which is loveliest then 3 
And if such are the drops that delight can begaUc>« 

Thou shalt weep them again and again ! 
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RONDEAU. 



" Gooi> nigbt \ good night l*^— >Aiid is it so > 

And must I from my Rosa go ? 

Ofa> Rosa ! say '' Good night V* once more. 

And I '11 repeat it o*er and o'er^ 

Till the first glance of dawning light 

Shall find us sayings stilly '' Good night V* 

And gdU ^'Grood nighty*' my Rosa say-— 

But whisper still> '' A minute stay 3" 

And I will stay, and eyeiy minute 

Shall have an age of rapture in it. 

We 'U kiss and kiss in quick delight^ 

And WKomm, while we kiis> '^ Good night !'* 
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" Good night !" you '11 murmur with a sigh. 

And tell me it is time to fly : 

And I will vow to kiss no more. 

Yet kiss you closer than before ; 

Till slumber seal our weary sight — '' 

And then, my love ! my Botd ! Good night ! 







• i 



AN ARGUMENT 

,.; TO ANY PHILLIS OR CHLOE. 

• 1 'VE oft been told by learned friarg. 
That wrshiiig and the crime are one^ 

And Heaven punishes desires 

As much as if the deed were done. 

If wishing damns us^ you and I 
Are damn*d to all our heart's content ; 

Come^ then> at least we may enjoy 
S<mie pleasure for our punishment! 
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TO ROSA. '•■•■^■-^^''^^^ 

WRITTEN DURING ILLNSSI^^ ''' '"^^ 
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1 HE wisest 8oul> by anguish torn. 
Will soon unlearn the lore it knew ; 

And when the shrining casket 's worn« . 
The gem within will tarnish too. 

But love 's an. essence of the soul^ 
Which sinks not with this chain of clay.; 

Which throbs beyond the chill control. 
Of with'ring pain or pale decay. 



And surely, when the touch of Death 
Dissolves the spirit's mortal ties. 

Love still attends the soalring breath. 
And makes it purer for the skies ! 









Oh> Rosa I when, to seek its sphere^ 
My soul shall leave this orb of men. 

That love it finmd so blissful here 
ShaU be its best of Uitisetf then ! 

And^ as in £iUed dreams of old> 
Some airy genius^ child of time. 

Presided o*er each star that roU'd, 

And track'd it through its path sublime $ 

So thou, £ur planet, not unled, 

Shalt throi:^h thy mortal orbit stray ; 

Thy lover's shade, divinely wed. 

Shall linger round thy wandering way. 

Let other spirits range the sky. 
And brighten in the solar gem ^ 

I '11 bask beneath that lucid eye. 
Nor envy worlds of suns to them I 

And, oh ! if airy shapes may steal 
To mingle with a mortal frame, 

*I^n, then, -my love ! — ^but drop the veil j 
Hide, hide from Heav'n th' unholy flame. 
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]^o ! — ^wbeD that heart shall cease to beat. 
And when that breath at^length is free; 

Then, Rosa, ^ioul to sool we *lLsieet, 
And mingle to eternity ! 
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ANACREONTIQUE. 

in laehtymas verterat omae meiom. 

Tib. lib. i. cltg. 5. 



JPflBSS the grape^ and let it pour 
Aroond the board its purple show'r ; 
And while the drops my goblet steep^ 
1*11 think— in woe the clusters weep. 

Weep on, weep on> my pouting vine ! 
Heaven grant no tears, but tears of wint. 
Weep on 5 and, as thy sorrows flow, 
I'll taste the huntry of woe! 
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ANACREONTIQUIL 



•Triend of my soul ! this goblet sip^ 

'T will chase thabj>eQliVe tear ; 
'Tis not so sweet as A^oman*s lip. 
But, oh ! 't is more sincere. 
Like her delusive beam, 

'T will steal away thy mind : 
But, like Affection's dream. 
It leaves no sting behind ! 

Come, twine the wreath, thy brows to shadow 

These flow'rs wete cull'd at noon -, — 
Like woman's love the rose will fade^ 
But, ah ! not half so soon ! 

For, though the flow'r *s decay*d. 

Its fragrance is not o'er ; 
But once when love *s betray'd. 
The heart can bloom no more ! 






'< Neither do I condemn thee ; go, and tin no more !* 

St. Jon It, chap. viii. 



Oh, woman ! if by simple wile 
Thy soul has stray'd from honour*s track, 

T is mercy only can beguile. 
By gentle ways, the wand'rer back. 

The stain that on thy virtue lies, 
Wash'd by thy tears, may yet decay j 

As clouds that sully morning skies 
May all be wept in show*rs away. 



Go, go— be innocent, and liv< 

The tongues of men may wound thee sore -, 
But Heay*n in pity can forgive. 

And bids thee '' go, and sin no more !*' 
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LOVE AND MARRIAGE. 
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Eque bicvi verbo ferre perenhe malum. Sbcumdcs. eleg. vii. 






CTiLL the question I must parry^ 
Still a wayward truaut prove : 

Where I love, I must not many 5 
Where I many, cannot love. 

Were she fairest of creation. 
With the least presuming mind ; 

Learned without affectation ; 
Not deceitful, yet refin'd ; 

Wise enough, but never rigid } 
Gay, but not too lightly free j 

Chaste as snow, and yet not frigid ; 
Warm, yet satisfied with me : 



Were she all this tea times over. 
All that heav*n to earth allows, 

I shckild be too much her lover 
Ever to become her spoase. 

Love will never bear enslaving ; 
. , , Snmp^er garments suit him best : 
Bliss itself is not worth having. 
If we *re bj compulsion blest 
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THE KISS. 

lUa nifi in lecto nusquam potueie doeeti« 

OvxDylib.ii. d^. 5< 



Give me^ my love^ that billing kiss 

I taught you one delicious night. 
When, turning epicures in bliss. 

We tried inventions of delight. 

Come, gently steal my lips along. 

And let your lips in murmurs move.— 

Ah, no ! — again — that kiss was wrong,— 
How can you be so dull, my love ? 

" Cease, cease !** the blushing girl replied— 
And in her milky arms she caught noe — 

*' How can you thus your pupil chide? ' 
Vou know 't tvatin thedark youtaa^tme!" 






TOMMS 



OK HS|i ASKXHO THB<^'AirTKOS, WHY SUI HAD 
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•LSEPLS88 NIGHTS ? 



1 'll ask the sylph who round thee f&ef. 
And in thj breath his pinion dips^ 

Who suns him in thy lucent eyes^ 
And faints upon thy sighing lips : 

I 'U ask him where *s the veil of s)eep 
That us'd to shade thy looks of light ; 

And why those eyes their vigil keep. 
When other suns are sunk in night. 

And I will s^ — ^her angel breast 

Has never throbb'd with guilty sting ; 
Her bosom is the sweetest nest 
,,,. W^xe Slumber could repose his wing ! 
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And I will say — ^her cheeks of flame^ 
Which glow like roses in the snn^ 

Have never felt a bltish of shame^ 
Except for what her eyes have done 1 

Then tell me^ why, iboii child of air ! 

Does slumber from her eyelids rove ? 
What is her hearted iiHtmssidn'd care ?— 

Perhaps, oh, sylph ! perhaps *t is hvei 
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.'-NONSENSE. 
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Good reader ! if joa e*er have seen. 

When Phoebus hastens to his pillow. 
The mermaids, with their tresses green. 

Dancing upon the western billow : 
If you have seen, at twilight dim. 
When the lone tpuit's vesper hjmn 

Floats wHd along the winding shore : 
If you have seen, through mist of eve. 
The fairy train their ringlets weave, 
Crlancing along the spangled green :— * 

If you have seen all this, and more, 
God bless me I what a deal you *ve seen ! 



TO JULIA* 

ON HER BIRTHDAY. 



When Time was entwiDing the garland of yeara^ 
Which to crown my beloved was given. 

Though some of the leaves might be sulli^ with tears^ 
Yet the flow'rs were all gather'd in heaven ! 

And long may this garland be sweet to the eye. 

May its verdure for ever be new ! 
Young Love shall enrich it with many a sigh> 

And Pity shall nurse it with dew ! 
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ELEGIAC STANZAS •. 



How swe^y could I lay my head 
Within the cold grave's silent breast; 

Where Sorrow's tears no more are shed. 
No more the ills of life motest. 

For, ah ! my heart, how very soon 
The glitt'ring dreams of youth are past 1 

And, long before it reach its noon. 
The sun of life is overcast. 

* This poem, and some others of the same pensive cast, we 
may suppose, were the result of the fno melancholy moments 
which a life so short and so pleasant as that of the author could 
luye allowed. E. 
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TO ROfiA.: 
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And are you then a tKng'ol^ iart,"^ ' ' ' * 
Seducing all^ and lovifig none 5 

And have I strove to gain a heart 

Which every coxcomb thinks' hiis^cT^n ? 

And do you, like the dotard's fire> 
Which, pow*rles8 of enjoying any. 

Feeds its abortive sick desire. 
By trifling Impotent with many : 

Do you thus seek to flirt a number. 
And through a round of danglers run, 

Because your heart's insipid slumber 
Could never wake to feel for onetl^ 
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Tell me at once if this be true. 

And I shall calm my jealous breast 5 

Shall learn to join the dangling crew. 
And share your simpers with the rest. 

But if your heart be tSfot so free, — 
Oh ! if another share that heart, 
" '^ l^tl not the' 'ctSSftnlng tale to mie. 

But mingle mercy with your art. 

I 'd rather think you black as hell. 
Than find you to be all diyine. 

And know that heart could love so well, 
Y^t know that heart would noi be Qiine ? 
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LOVE IN A STORM. 

Quam juvat immites ventos audiie cubanteniy 
Et dominam tenero continoisse siou. Tibullvi. 



LiOUD sung the wind in the ruins above^ 
Which murmur*d the warnings of Time o'er our 
head 3 

While fearless we offer'd devotions to Love, 
The rude rock our pillow, the rushes our bed. 

Damp was the chill of the wintery air. 

But it made us cling closer, and warmly unite -, 

Dread was the lightning, and horrid its glare. 
But it show*d me my Julia in languid delight. 



To my bosom she nestled^ and felt not a fear^ 

Though the shower did beat^ and the tempest did 
frown 3 

Her sighs were as sweety and her murmurs as dear^ 
As if she lay lull'd on a pillow of down ! , 
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JsssT on a bank was sleeping^ 
A flow*r beneath her bosom laj y 

Love^ upon her slumber creeping. 
Stole the flow *o and flew awaj i 

Pity, then, poor Jessy's ruin. 
Who, becalm 'd by Slumber's wingr 

Never felt what Love was doing— 
Never dream 'd of such a thing. 
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THE SURPRISE. 



Cblobis>. iBMiir, by all I ever swore. 

That fEom thir hoar I shall not love thee inore.^— 
*' What ! ioveno moief Oh ! why this alter*d vow V 

Because I cannot love thee more^— than now I 
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TO A SLKEWNG MAID. 



Wake, my life ! thy lover's arms^ , ,/j 
Are twm*d aroupd thy ide^Hug cbarinii t 
Wake, my. love ! and let desire: 
Kindle those opening orbs of fire. ... 



Yet, sweetest, though the bliss delight thee. 
If the guilt, the shame affinght thee. 
Still those orbs in darkness keep ; 
Sleep, my girl, or seem to sleep. 



T^m^ Of 



TO PIfflXIS. 



Prillis^ you little rosy rdkd, 
Ttiat heart of yoars I long to riilet 

Come, give It me, and do ncit maka 
So much ado about a trffUi 
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W HEN the hearfB feeEng' 

Burns with concealing/ •' ■ 
Glances will tell what we fear to codfessi; • ■ > ''^ 

Oh! what a« anguish . .... * 

Silent to languish. 
Could we not look ^11 we wish to express T 

When half-expiring,. 

Restless, desiring, 
Buyers wish something, but must not say what^ 

Looks tell the wanting. 

Looks tell the granting. 
Looks betray all that the heart would he slU 
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THE BALLAD *. 



1 Hou hast sent me a flowery band^ i 

And told m^.'fwas iiresh from the field ; 

That the leaves were untouch*d by the hand^ 
And the purest of odours would yield. 

And indeed it is fragrant and fair.; 

But, if it were handled by thee. 
It would bloom with a livelier air. 

And would surely be sweeter to me !' • 

Then take it, and let it entwine 
Thy tresses, so flowing and bright j 

And each little fiowret will shine 
More rich than a gem to my sight 

* This ballad was probably suggested by the following epi 
fmnin Martial -. 

lotactas quare mittis mihi, Polla, coronas, 
A te vezatas malo tenere rosas> Epig. xc lib. i i.-^E. 
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Let the odorous gale of thy breath 

Embalm it with many a sigh > ' 
Nay, let it be withered to death 

Beneath the warm noon of thine eye. 

\ 

• % 

And, instead of the dew that it bears. 
The dew dropping fresh from the tree -, 

On its leaves let me number the tears 
Thiat Affection has stolen flrbm thee ! 
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VCHTURg'^IUSS. 

■ ■■■•*. ^ 

Mon ame sur mon Uvre ^toit lors toute entiere,'^ r-T 
Pour shrourer le mlel qai sur )a votre ^toic i ' 

Miiis<€n me Mti rakit, elle retta, derridre^ 
Taot d0 oo4oiiix plaisic I'iiaMrcei'anestcat. Vtn* 
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How heav'nly was the poet's doom^ 

To breathe his sphit through a kiss > . 
An^ lose within so sweet a tomb 

The trembling messenger of bliss ! 

• ■ • < 

And,- ah ! his soul retum'd to feel 
That it again could ravlsh'd be ; 

For in the kiss that thou didst steals 
His life and soul have fled to thee ! 
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TO A LADY, r 

• " • . • > 

ON HBA SINGING^ 



i HY song has taught my heart to feel 
^^IThose soothing thoughts of heav'nly lo^re 
Bptich o*er the sainted spirits steal 
. When listening to the spheres above ! 

When, tir*d of life and misery, 

I wish to sigli my latest breath, » 
Oh, Emma ! I will By to thee. 

And thou shalt sing me into death ! 

' ■ ■■ ~ 

And if along thy lip and cheek 

That smile of heav'nly softness play, ' 

Which, — ah ! forgive a mind that 's weak,- 
So oft has stolen my mind away | 
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Thou 'It seem atf angel of the sky. 
That comes to charm me into bliss : 

I 'U gaze and die — Who would not die. 
If death were half so sweet as this } 
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A DREAM. 



1 THOUGHT this heart consuming laj 
On Cupid*8 burning shrine : 

I thought he stole thy heart away. 
And placed it near to mine. 

1 saw thy heart begin to melt^ 

Like ice before the sun -, 
Till both a glow congenial felt^ 

And mingled into one ! 
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WRITTEN IN A Ci^lilMdN-PLACE BOOK, 

, . ■ , . .1 i. A L ily . • t -.. .• 






" THE BOOK OF FdLUES,"! 

, . ... .... 

.*■ J ■. ■ I ■ 
In which (ir^eiy okediai 6pen«d it'^OdldccmttibutcJoai^ 

, ■ . ,\ lit c«<.« ■• ■ . );. ! •.'.' 

TQ THB BOOK OY F0LLIX8* 

1 HIS tribute's from a wretched elf; 
Who hails thee^ emblem of 
The book of life^ whkh I have 
Has been, like thee> a motley 
Of follies scribbled o*er and o*er. 
One folly bringing hundreds more. 
Some have indeed been writ so neat. 
In characters so fair, so sweet. 
That those who judge not too severely. 
Have said they lov'd such follies dearly ! 




Yet still, O book ! th' allusion stands ; 
For these were penn*d by female hands : 
The rest, — alas ! I own the truth, — 
Have aU boon scribbled so uncoutl^^ . - * 
That Pradence, with a withering look. 
Disdainful flings away the book. 
Like thine, its pages here and there 
Have oftl)een stained with blots of care j 
An^ sometimes hours of peace^ I owq« 
XJpon some fairer leaves have shone. 
White as the snowisgs -ei ^t heaven 
By which those hours of peace were given. 
But now no longer — such, ohi such 
The.blast of Disappointment's touch !— • 
I>iD longer now those hours appear ; 
£ac& leaf is sullied by a tear : 
Bbhk^ blank is ev'iy page with care, 
Jlof e'eh a folly brightens there. 
Will they yet brighten ?— Never, never J 
Then shut the look, O God ! for ever ! 



\ 



KMBUCfK 



rr 



WRITTEN IN THE SAMEL 

• « 

TO THl 

PRETW' LlTf lift Mils 



IMPROMPTU*. 

r 

Magis Tcnustatfiin an brevitatcm mireris iiicertiifli est. 

Macrob. Sat. lib. z» cap. 2» 



1 HIS journal of foUj 's an emblem of me ; 
But what book shall we find emblematic of thee ? 
Oh ! shall we not say thou art Lovers duodecimo ^ 
None cart- be prettier 5 few can^be less, yotf know* 
Such a volume va sheets were a volume of charms ^ 
Or If houAd, it should only be hound in our arms t 
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XJbar! in pity do not speak) - 
In your eyes I xead it all, 

)& the flushing of your cheeky 
In those tears that fall. 

Yes> yes^ my soul ! I see 

You love, you Uve for only me T 

Beam, yet beam that killing eye. 
Bid me expire in luscious pain i 

But kiss me, kiss me while I die> 
And, ch ! I live again !, 

Still, my love, with looking kill. 

And, oh ! revive with kisses still ! 
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THE TEAR. 



On beds of snow the moonbeam al^>t^ 
And chply.was tbe midpight gloom, 
liVbeaby tbQ dai)cip, grave Ellen wept—^r 
, Sweet maid i it was her Lindor*8 ^mb } 

• ■ * 

A warm teargush'd> the wintry air 
Congeal*d it as it flow*d/ away : 

All nig|kt it lay an ice-drop there> 
At morn it glitter*d in the ray I 

An angel, wand*ring from her sphere. 
Who saw this bright, this frozen gem. 

To dew-ey'd Pity brought the tear. 
And. hung it on her diadem I 
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TO 



In bona cur quisquam tertius ista venit? Ovid« 



So ! Rosa tiims her back on me^ 

Thou walking monument ! for thee ; ' 

Whosa visage> like a grave-stone scribbfed. 

With vanity bedaubed, befribbled. 

Tells ontyy to the reading eye^ 

That underneath corrupting lie. 

Within thy heart's contagious tomb, 

(As in a cemetery's gloom,) 

Suspicion, rankling to infection. 

And aU the worms of black reflectioir ! 

And thou art Rosa's dear elect. 

And thou hast won the lovely trifle | -- 
And I must bear repulse, neglect. 

And I must all my anguish stifle ; 
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While thou for ever linger'st nigh^ 
Scowling^ mult*ring, gloating^ mumming^ 

Like some sharp> hmy, fretful fiy. 
About a twinkling taper biupming. 
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TO JULIA, 

WEEPING. 



f 
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Oh ! if your tears are giv'ii to care. 
If real woe disturbs yonr peace. 

Come to my bosom, weeping fak ! 
And I will bid your weeping cease* 

But if with Fancy's vision*d fears. 
With dreams of woe your bosom thrill) 

You look so lovely in your tears. 

That I must bid you drop them still ! 
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SONG. 



jH AVE you not seen the timid tear 

Steal trembling from mine eye ? 
Have you not mark*d the flush of fear> 

Or caught the murmur'd sigh ? 
And can you think my love is chilly 

Nor fix'd on you alone ? 
And can you rend> by doubting stilly 

A heart so much your own ? 

To you my soul's affections move 

Devoutly, warmly true ^ 
My life has been a task of love. 

One long, long thought of you. 
If all your tender faith is o'er. 

If still my truth you'll try j 
Alas ! I know but one proof more^— 

I *11 bless your name, and die I 
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THE SHIELD *. 
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Oh ! did yon not hear a ^oice of death ? 

And did you not mark the paly form 
Which rode on the silver mist of the heathy 

And sung a ghostly dirge in the storm ? 

Was it a wailing bird of the gloom. 
Which shrieks on the house of woe all night ? 

Or a shivering fiend that flew to a tombj 
To howl and to feed till the glance of light ? 

*T was not the death-bird's cry from the wood. 
Nor shivering fiend that hung in the blast ; 

*T was the shade of Helderic — man of blood — 
It screams for th^ guilt of days that are past ! 

* This poem is perfectly in the taste of the present day- 
*' his nam plebecula gaudet." E. 



. See ! how the red, red lightning strays. 

And scares the gliding ghosts of the heath ! 
Now on the leafless yew it plays. 
Where hangs the shield of this son of death ! 

That shield is blushing with murderous stains ; 

Long has it hung from the cold yew*s spray 5 
It is blown by storms and wash*d by rains^ 

But neither can take the blood away ! 

Oft by that yew, on the blasted field. 
Demons dance to the red moon's light j 

While the damp boughs creak, and the swinging 
shield 
Sings to the raving spirit of night ! 
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TO MRS. .: ^yr 






Yes, Heav*n can witness how I strov^r 
To love thee with a spirit's love ; 
To make thy purer wish my own. 
And mingle with thy mind alone. 
Oh ! I appeal to those pure dreams 
In which my soal has hung on thee. 
And I Ve forgot thy witching form,^ 
And I 've forgot the liquid beams 
That eye effuses, thrilling warm — 
Yes, yes, forgot each sensual charm> 
£ach mad'ning spell of luxury. 
That could seduce my soul's desires. 
And bid it throb with guiltier fires.— 
Such was my love, and many a time. 
When sleep has giv'n thee to my breast. 






And thou hast seem'd to share the crime 
Which, made thy lover wildly blest j 
E*en then, in all that rich delusion. 
When, by voluptuous visions lir'd. 
My soul in rapture's warm condision. 
Has on a phantom's lip expired ! 
£*en then some purer thoughts would steal 
Amid my senses' warm excess j 
And at the moment— oh ! e'en then 
I *ve started from thy melting press. 
And blush'd for all I 've dar'd to feel. 
Yet sigh'd to feel it all again !— 
Such was my love, and still, O still 
I might have calm'd th' unholy thrill : 
My heart might be a taintless shrine. 
And tho\l its votive saint should be -, 
There, there I 'd make thee all divine. 
Myself divine in hon'ring thee. 
But; oh ! that night ! that fatal night 
When, both bewilder'd, both betray'd. 
We sunk beneath the flow of soul. 
Which for a moment mock'd control 5 
And on the dang'rous kiss delay'd. 
And almost yielded to delight ! 



d8 i^rgts. 

God r how I wish'di ' In that t^ld tet^p ^^.' 
That lips alade, thus stamped tdth'healy ^T 
Had for a moment all the pow't * ' ''^ 
To make our souls effusing meet !' ■" ' '/ 
That we might mingle by the breath • • ^ ^ 
In all of love's delicious death j - * 

And in a kiss at once be blest, '^' 

As, oh ! we trembled at the rest !~ 
Pity me, love ! I '11 pity thee, ' 

If thou indeed hast felt like me. 
All, all my bosom's peace is o'er ! 
At night, which was my hour of calm. 
When from the page of classic lore. 
From the pure fomit of ancient lay. 
My soul has drawn the placid balm. 
Which charm'd its little griefs away j 
Ah ! there I find that balm no more. 
Those spells, which make us oft forget 
The fleeting troubles of the day. 
In deeper sorrows only whet 
The stings they cannot tear away. 
When to my pillow rack'd I fly. 
With wearied sense and wakeful eye. 



Wbil» my brain maddens^ where^ Ovrbcxe 
Is tbgt $eiWQ ^nsoling pray *r» 
Which onc^ has harbii^er^d my rest. 
When the ;8ti}l soothing voice of Heaven 
Has seem'd to whisper in my breast^ 
'' S]6ep on, thy errors are forgiven !" 
No, though I sdU in semblance pray. 
My thoughts are wandering far away 5 
And e*en the name of Deity 
Is murmur*d out in sighs for thee ! * 

* This irregalar lecurnence of the rhymes is adopted from 
the light poetry of the French, and is, I think, particularly 
suited to express the varieties of feeling. In gentler emotions, 
the verse may flow periodic and regular ; and in the transition 
to violent passion, can assume all the animated abruptness of 
blank verse. Besides, by dispensing with the limits of distich 
and stanza, it allows an interesting suspensicm of the senti- 
ment. £. 



■ -J ' 



^ . •. / .1 



.-,< .1 / 



. < r 



l':7i 
ELEGIAC STANZAS. ' ^ 

SUPPOSED TO BE WEITTEN BY IVLSAJ 
ON THE DtATH OF HER BROTHER, 



1 HouGR sorrow long has worn my heart ji ' 
Though every day I Ve counted o*er 

Has brought a new and quick 'ning smart 
To wounds that rankled fresh before ; 

Though in my earliest life bereft 

Of many a link by nature tied -, 
Though hope deceiv'd, and pleasure left 5 

Though friends betray*d, and foes belied > 

I still had hopes — for hope will stay 

After the sunset of delight ; 
So like the star which ushers day,. 

We scarce can think it heralds night ! 
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I hop'd tliat, after all its strife^ 
My weary heart at length should rest. 

And, fainting from the waves of life. 
Find h^^our in a brother's breast. 

That brother*& breast was warm with truth. 
Was bright with honour's purest ray y 

He was the dearest, gentlest youth— 
Oh ! why then was he torn away ? 

He should have stay*d, have linger*d here. 
To calm his Julia's every woe > 

He should have chas*d each bitter tear. 
And not have caus'd those tears to flow* 

We saw his youthful soul expand 
In blooms of genius, nurs*d by taste ^ 

While Science, with a fostering hand. 
Upon his brow her chaplet plac'd. 

We saw his gradual op*ning mind 
£nrich*d by all the graces dear; 

Enlightened, social, and refin*d. 
In friendahip firm, in love sincere. 
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Such was the youth we lov'd so wellj 
8uch were the hopes that fate denied— 

We lov'd, but, ah ! we could not tell 
How deep, how dearly, tU! he died ! 

Close as the fondest links could strain, 
Twin*d with my very heart he giew ; 

And by that fate which breaks the chain. 
The heart is altoost broken too ! 
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• ■;banny of hmmol. 



A MAIL-COACH ADT^INTURE. 

QaitfiFigliipetimusbeiieviverc. HoraIii. 



bwEET Fanny of Tlmmol ! when first you came in 
' To the close little carriage in which I was hurl-d^ ' 
I thought to myself, if It were not a sin, 
I coutd teach you the prettiest tricks in the worid. 

For your dear little lips, to their destiny true, 
Seem*d to know they were bom for the use e( 
another) 

And, to put me in mind of what I ought to do. 
Were eternally biting and kissing each other. 

And then you wer« darting from eyelids so sly,—* 
Half open, half shutting,-r-such tremulous light : 

Let them say what they will, I could read in your e^e 
More comical things than I ever shall write. 
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And oft as we mingled oar legs and 0iir,&et> . r '■ 
I felt a pulsation, and cannot tdl whether 

In y urs or in mine — ^but I know it was srweel^ . T 
And I think we both felt it and tremUedi together. 
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At length when arrived, at our supper we sat^ 

I heard with a sigh^ which had something of jpun^ 
That periiaps our last moment (^meeting was th^^ 

And Fanny should go back to Timmol again. . 

/' « 

Yet I swore not that I was in love with you, Fanny,— 
Oh, no ! for I felt it could never be true 5 

I but said what I Ve said very often to many- 
There *s few I would rather be kissing than you ! 

Then first did I learn that you once had believ*d 
Some lover, the dearest and falsest of men ; 

And so gently you spoke of the youth who deceiv'd. 
That I thought you perhaps might be tempted again. 

But you told me that passion a moment amused 
Was follow'd too oft by an age of repenting j 

And check'd me so softly, that, while you refus'd. 
Forgive me^ dear girl^ if I thought 'twas consenting I 
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And stiJl'i entreated, and still you denied^ 
Till I Qimost "Was made to believe you sincere ; 

Thou^ I found that> in bidding me leave you^ ycu 
vf \^ =sigh-d> ' ' 
And when you repuls*d me^ *t was done with a tear. 

la vain, did I whisper " There's nobody nighj" 
In vain with the tremors of passion implore 5 

Your excuse was .a kiss, and a tear your reply-— 
I acknowledged themboth, and I ask'd for no more. 

Was I rights— oh! I cannot believe I was wrong. 

Poor Fanny is gone back to Timmol again ^ 
And may Providence guide, her uninjur*d along. 

Nor scatter her path with repentance and pain ! 

By Heav*n! I would rather for ever forswear 
The elysium that dwells on a beautiful breast, :. » 

Than alarm for a moment the peace that is there. 
Or banish the dove from so hallowed a nest ! 
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A NIGHT THQUCaiE 
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How oft a cloud, with envious veil. 

Obscures yon bashful light, • / r 

Which seems so modestly to' steal ' 
Along the waste oiTnight ! 

■,- ■ ■ '• /.• :. /:••■■■■'. * ^ y 

T is thus the world's obtrusive wrongs 

Obscure with malice keen 
Some timid heart, which only longs 

To live and die unseen ! . 
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Wbi^n vearied wretdies «liik to deep. 

How heavenly soft their slumbers lie ! 
How sweet is death to those who weep. 

To those who weqi and long to die i 

Saw you the soft and grassy bed, 

Wheie flowrets deck the green eardi*8 Ibreast ? 
T is therjB I wish to lay my head^ 

.T is there I wish to sleep at rest ! 

Oh! let not tears embalm my tomb. 
None but the dews by twilight given ! 

Oh ! let not sighs disturb the gloom> 

None but the whispering winds of heaven * 
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Gtbow to my lipi- thou sacred kiss^ 
On which my soul's beloved swore 
That then should oome a time of hiist. 
When ihe wonM mock my- hopes iM mM 
And^uicy^hall thy glow renew, * 
In sighs at moni^ and dreams at Dight> 
And none shall steal thy holy dew 
Till thou *rt absolved by rapture's rite. 
Sweet hours that are to make me bleit> ' 
Oh ! fly^ like bteeses^ to the godl; 
And let my love, my more than «ociI, 
Come panting (o this fever'd breast ^ 
And while in every glance I drink 
The rich o'erflowings of her mind^ 
Oh! lee her all impaisionM slnk^ 
In sweet abandonment resign'd, ■•'' ■ ■ 
Blushing for all our struggles past^ 
And murmuring ^' I am thine at last !** 
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VY iTH all my «pal> tben^ let in part. 
Since botb ace anxious to be fiee ; 

And I will aeod 70a home your, heart. 
If you wiU send back min^ to me. 

We ' ve had some happy hour^ together. 
But joj must often change its wiog j 

And spring would be but gigpmy weather. 
If we bad nothing else bqt spring. 

Tis not that I expect to $q4 ; 

A more devoted, fond, and true one. 
With rosier- cheek or sweeter miod— - 

Enough for. me that sbe.*s a new w^- 
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And you may down thatf9ik'W^:i^Y§ijiiA 
While I shall U^ke my w^y ti^9^ tff^* 

•I 

Oar hearts have &uffer*d lUtlelbar^Eli I p n..-^ i I 
In this short fever of di^Hre f. , ; •{ 

You have not lost a uoigl^<ikBfm^ . ;> .>■ ,( 
Nor I one spark of f^ing^^nM/o, ;i^i. 

My kisses have not stain*d the rese 
Which Nature hung upon, your lip ^ 

And still your sigh with nectar flows 
For manjna raptured soul to sip. 

Farewell ! and when some other fair 
Shall call your wanderer to her armi^ 

'T will be my lux*ry to compare 
Her spells with your remember'd charmt. 

" This cheek," 1 11 say, '' is not so bright 
'• As one that us*d to meet my kiss; 

** This eye has not such liquid light 
^' As one that U8*d to talk of bliss i" 






Andfti^\ft!titagjWfs ^scoffer ' 
«^M1 ^^bfttm^ th4f crnt^' weie mine j 



I think I f^iibid te' s^emy blest, " 
If^ in a soil lii^erfect sigh> 

You *d say, VWllte to his bosom prest^ ' 
He loves'^ck^HAf iKO ^H at I! 
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Seb how^ ben«iA-lh< mo onbeam's smile^ 
Yon little billow heaves its breast. 

And foams and sparkles for a while^ |y 
And mimnuring then subsides to sefltk 

Thus man, the sport of bliss and caret. 

Rises on Time's eventful sea ; 
And, having swell'd a^noment tbere. 

Thus melts into eternity ! 
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AN^«rv^ATK)N,TO auppia. 

Mr»sLF> dear Julia ! and the Sun 
Have DOW two years of rambliog run ; 
And he before his wheels has driven 
The grand menagerie of Heaven : 
While I have met on earthy I swear^ 
As many brutes as he has there. 
The only diff *rence I can see 
Betwixt the flaming god and me> 
1 85 that his ways are periodic^ 
And mine^ I fear> are simply oddie. 
But> dearest girl ! *t is now a lapse 
Of two short years^ or less perhaps^ 
Since you to me^ and I to you> 
Vow*d to be ever fondly true !*— 
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Ah, Julia! th08iwew^T^e^istoitttiAr''O 
You lov'd mtfot ttly btti*rOtik ¥fi)rlttii'i^ «-A 
And I lof'd yttu, b^^i^ 1 tbnitgb^' ^'^ ^^' 
^Twas so d^kJious io be taii^bt'' ijd. jj iO 
B7 such a charmhig- guide as you. 
With eyes of fire and Kf s of deW^ ' ' ^ 
All I had often fancied fa^er, ' • - ' ''^ >^'^- 
But never, never felt before : ' ^ 

The day flew by, and nijght was shoit " -^ 
For half our blisses, half our sport t ^ 

I know not how we chang'd, 6t why^i 
Or if the first was you or I : 
Yet so 't is now, we meet each other. 
And I 'm no more than Julia*s brother ; 
While she *s so like my prudent sister. 
There's few would think how clos6 1 Ve kist h 

But, Julia, let those matters pass j 
If you will brim a sparkling glass 
To vanish'd hours of true delight. 
Come to me after dusk to-night. 
I '11 have no other guest to meet you^ 
But here alone I *11 UU-b^-tHe you*. 



Over g^iifA^f^^^fpaia^v -'■•■: ' '^■'- ^: ■*• 
As ^pfHQwiia) »^^ at lei«tr ' -■ a^' 
As tho8^n^ib^^>QliabiaetTi&uUm> < ->^^ 
Or Lesbia ^otoatd with CatollKs^. -. ^ ' 

I *ll singxjroii many a roguish sonnet 
About it> at it^ ^nd upon it : . * 

And songs addr^'d^ as if I loY*d^ .M>i 

To all; the g^rls with whom I 've rov*d. : ' 
Come^ pr'ythee come^ you 'U find me hefr. 
Like Horace^ waiting for hia dear f . 
There shall not be to-night, on earthy 
Two souls more elegant in mirth } 
And though our hey-day passion *»fled^ 
Th^ spirii of the love that *8 dead 
Shall hover wanton o*er our head -, 
Like souls that round the grave will ^y. 
In which their late possessors lie : 



* Coenam, non sine candidi puelli. 

Cat. carm. ziii. 



puellam 



Ad mediam noctem ezpecto. Hor. lib. u sat. 5. 
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▲ndwliOj mjpret^Jiilia^ knows, 
Bol wlieQ our warm remeaibnnoe glo^ 
Thf^glmitfLovf maj act anew, 
Wbil Loife whm Omg iii*d to do ! 
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ODE UPON MORNING. 



1 URH to me^ love I the morning rays 
Are glowing o'er thy languid chaims -, 

Take one luxurious parting gaze> 
While yet I linger in thine arms. 

*T was long before the noon of night 
I stole into thy bosom^ dear ! 

And now the glance of dawning light 
Has found me still in dalliance here. 

Tumtome^ love! the trembling gleams 
Of mom ^ong thy white neck stray ; 

AMiiay^ away, you envious beams^ 
I '11 dbase you with my lips away ! 



Oh ! is it not divine to thinker- 
While all around were lull'd in night. 

While e'en the planets seem'd to wink,— 
We kept our vigils of JIffight ! 






^e heart, that little world of ours. 

Unlike the drowsy world of care, ,, r\ 

Then, then awak d its^ sweetest powers, ,^ 

And all was animation there I '[ . . , , , rr 

, »» 

Kiss me once more, and then I fly, .^ 

Our parting would to noon-day last ; 



There, close that languid trembling eye, ' 
And sweetly dream of all the past 1 

As soon as Night shall fix her seal 

Upon the eyes and lips of men. 
Oh, dearest ! I will panting steal 

To nestle in thine arms again ! 

Our joys shall take their stolen flight 

Secret as those celestial spheres 
Which make sweet music all the night 

Unheard by drowsy noortaleardl .. . .- ..^i- 
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Oa ! nothijOg in liife can sadden U8» ^ 

While we have wine and good humour in stores 
With this^ and a little of love to liiadden m. 

Show me the ool that can labour for more ! 
Come^ theii, bid Ganymede fill ev*ry bowl for you, 

fill them up brimmers, and drink as I call ; 
I 'm going to toast ev'ry nymph of my soul for you, . 

Ay, on my soul, I *m in love with them alii 

Dear creatures ! we can^t live without them. 
They 're all that is sweet and seducing to man; 

Looking, sighing about and about them. 
We dote on them, die for them, all that we can« 

* There are many spurious copies ' of this song in Circula* 
tion ; and it is universally attributed to a gentleman who hat 

r 

no more rigfaft than the Editor of these Poems to my sbari 
whatever in the cemj^oiUioii, fi. 
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Here 's PhillU !— <^vfaa6e vmoeaathmtiB^iiC* ;rA UfT 

Is alwajrs agog for sooatetBOTd^vdetii^et^ x^qe c::: // 
To-day to getknren, tx>-morrow tar^lose^Mii.Kjvi i(!)2 

Is all that theinnoceaiJhattAefeqnu yiii yi . .iy t^^l 
Here *s to ^ gay little Jessy l—^iwiioci^iapcif o" :>?t)H' 

So vastly good hiimoar*d> utMiterarii^oDcf^foO 
She '11 kiss yoa^ and that without whrning^ ditwfana^ 
pcrs, ■:.».•..■. ■,.. r.L. '{s\^-. I 

And do what you please with yoci— all out of fun ! 

Dear creatures^ kt. 



A bumper to Fanny !— 'I know you will scorn her. 

Because she *s a prude, and her nose is so curl'd; 
But if ever you chatted with Fan m a comer. 

You 'd say she 's the best little girl in the world !«— 
Another to Lyddy ! — still struggling with duty. 

And asking her conscience still, '* whether she 
should 5" 
While her eyes, in the silent confession of beauty. 

Say *' Only for something I certainly would !" 

Dearcreatipres, kt. 
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iflll for Chloei^iNi^betBiilduBglj nmple^ 

Wbo angles die lidMrt withoat koowing her Inie ; 
'Still wouaiing aroundvidiii hkastx or a dimple. 

Nor seenMBg' to fed that she also could cure !•-* 
Here *8 {iKwpB Susan 1— <the ftaint, who al<me^ ' sir. 

Could evdr ^ave siade me religious outrigbt i 
I^IurM nachadearUtdesaintofmy own, ii];^ 

I'd pray oh n^ Icnees to ber half the long mght ! 
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Dear cieatuzef > ^c. 
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OolCB^ tdl me where the maid is found, 
Whofle heart can love without deceit. 

And I will range the world around^ 
To sigh one moment at her feet. 

'Oh ! tell me where ^s her sainted home. 
What air receives her blessed sigh^ ' 

A pilgrimage of years I'll ix>am 
To catch one sparkle of her eye ! 

And if her cheek be rosy bright. 
While truth within her bosom lies, 

I '11 gaze upon her mom and nighty 
TOl my heart leave me through my eyes ! 

Show me on earth a thing so rare, 

I '11 own all miracles are true } 
To make one maid sincere and fair. 

Oh ! 't is the utmost Hear'n can do ! 
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a,nnii^i%.Vi'li not forget thee. 
Time shall only teach my hearty 

Foii4ef> wanner to r^;ret thee, 
I-ovely, gentle as thcJu art ! — 
Farewell Bessy ! 

Yet, oh ! yet again we '11 meet, love^ 

And repose our hearts at last : 
Oh \ sure *t will then be sweet, loy<^ 

Calm to think on sorrows past.-— 
Farewell Bessy ! 

* All these songs were adapted to ain which Mr. Littb 
nposedy and sometimes sang, for his friends; this may ao- 
ant for the peculiarity of inetr« observable in many ai 



Yes« my gtrl> the distant blessing 
Mayn't be alwajrs sought in vain j 

And the moment of possessing^— 
Will *t not, loye^ repay our pain ? — » 
Fareweu fie'ssy ! 

Still I feel my heart is l^eaking. 

When I think I stray froitt tjieer - '- ■ ^ 
Round the world that quiet<8eekrng*x 

Which I fear it not for me l-*^ 
Farewell Bessy ! 

Calm to peace thy lover's bosoms 
Can it, dearest ! must it be ? . 

Tliou within an hour shalt lose him. 
He for ever loses thee !— * 
Farewdl Bessy I 
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If 1 8we9rjb^ tiatefc, jtna'H allow 

Its loqkiMaot fikiftinj; and new, 
T^at the oath I might take on it &o«r» 

The very next glanoe would undo ! 

Those babies that nestle so bIj, 

Such different arrows have got> 
That an oatli on the glance of an ey^ 

Suph as yours, majr be off in a shot t 

Should I swear bj the dew on your lip^ 
Though each moment the treasure renews^ 

If my constancy wishesto trip, 
I may kiss off the oath when I choose \ 
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Or a sigh may disperse from that flow'r 
The dew and the oath that are there ! 

And I *d make a new vow ev'ry hour^ 
To lose them 80^|weetl)r.dn air ! 

But clear up that heatVof your brow. 
Nor faticy my faith is a feather; 

On my heaVt I will pledge ^u' My vowv ^' 
And they both must be In-oken tog^tfaer t 
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Wbxn infant Bliss in roses slept, 

Cupid upoa bis slumber crept ; 

And while a balmy sigh he stole 

Exhaling from the infant's soul. 

He smiling said, *' With this, with this 

'* I *11 scent my Julia*s burning kissl"' 

Nay more ; he stole to Venus' bed, 
Er&^yet the sanguine flush had fled. 
Which Love's divinest dearest flame 
Had kindled through her panting frame. 
Her soul still dwelt on memory's themes. 
Still floated in voluptuous dreams -, 
And every joy she felt before 
In slumber now was acting o'er, ) 
From her ripe lips, which seem'd to thrill 
As in the war of kisses still. 
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And amorous to each other dang. 
He stole the dew that trembling hong. 
And smiling said^ '' With this^ with thifr 
<' I *U bathe mj Julia's burning kiss !'* 
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Kemsmbir bim thou leav^st behind. 
Whose heart is warmly bound to thee. 

Close as the tendi*rest links can bind 
A heart as warm as heart can be. 

Oh ! I had long in freedom rov'd. 
Though many seem*d my soul to share -, 

*T was passion when I thought I lov*d, 
T was fancy when I thought them fair. 

£*en she, my muse's early theme, 
£eguil*d me only while she warm'd ; 

T was young Desire that fed the dream. 
And reason broke what passion form'd. 
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But thioiiri»*6h I iietef had^tfiiecl][tuorJ.t haA 
If I had stiUtQ fieedoiiBniiKid^diBl x^T 

If IhadDeV'thyboantiestestH' .anBisdT 
For then I never 6boiMihaiirB:ioi6d fcO 

Then all the pain which lov^rt^dBbe! on o/ 
Had never to my heart iieen Jmeiwii {;^1 

But, ah ! the joys which lovewsteal^ I 'o^ 
Should the J have-cfro* been uxy fsftm^i^ 

Oh ! trust me, when I swear thee thi8> 
Dearest! the pain of loving thee> 

The very pain, is sweeter bliss , 

Than passion's wildest ecstacy I . 

That little cage I would not part. 
In which my soul is prison'd now. 

For the most light and winged heart 
That wantons on the passing vow» 

Still, my belov'd ! still keep in mind. 
However far remov'd from me. 

That there is one thou leav'st behind,. 
Whose heart respires for only tb«e t 






And thougbimgetifial ttdt iiave4>oiiiid 
Thy fate. unteanofltei/lcarti^- r; ^ • ' 

Thatarm^ wfaishivbipi'lfay'lKMOBainiittiS^ 
Caniibtj^on6iie;<heiheaft that Vtbere* 

Noj no !f tfiat'hcettii'Only mine 
u Byi ti00: aU .odier ties- above; 
{for I hare wed it at a^hrme ■ 

Where we have had no priest but liOfft ! 
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Fly ftom the world, 6 Bes«y1 'W roe;' '^ " ' * ^ 

Tbou*lt never find any sincerer; 
I *11 give up the world, O Bessy ! for thee, 

I can never meet any that *s dearer ! 
Then tell me no more, with a tear and a* sigh,, 

That our loves will be censur'd by many j 
All, all have their follies, and who will deny 

That ours is the sweetest of any ? 

When your lip has met mine, in abandonment sweet/ 

Have we felt as if virtue forbid it ?— 
Have we felt as if heaven denied them to meet ? — 

No, rather 'twas heaven that did it ! 
So innocent, love, is the pleasure we sip. 

So little of guilt is there in it. 
That I wish all my errors were lodg'd on your lip. 

And I *d kiss them away in a minute 1 



Then come to joar lover^ oh ! fly to his shed. 

From a world which I know thoa despisest ^ 
And slumber will hover as light on oar bed. 

As e*er on the Xxxidir pf the^sest ! 
And when o'er our pillow the tempest is driven^ 

And thou, pretty innocentj fearest, 
I '11 tell thee^ it is not the chiding of Hearen^ 

Tis onfy oa|;MUbyj dearest ! ~ ^^ 

And, oh ! when we lie on our death-bed, my Ibvi^ 

Looking back on the scene of our errors, 
A sigh firom my Bessy shall plead then above^ 

And Death be disarm'd o£ his terrors ! 
And each to the other embracing will say, 

" Farewell ! — ^let us hope we're forgiven f* 
Thy la^ fading glance will illumine the way> 

And a kiss be our passport to heaven I 
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Think on that look, of humid ray, ,, 
Which for a moment niiix*d with mhi^ 

And for that moment seemed jto say^ . , 
" I dare not, or I would be thine !'* 
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Think, think on ev'ry smile and g;Iance> 
On all thou hast to charm and moye> 

And tten forgive my bosom's trance. 
And tell me *t is not sin to love ! 

Oh ! 710^ to love thee were the sin } 
For sure, if Heav'n's decrees be done^ 

Thou, thou art destined still to win. 
As I was destin'd to be won I 
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A. CAPTITB thus to thee^ my girl> 
How sweeny sliall I pass my age, 
Cont^ited^ like' tlie playful isqairrel> 
.' To wanton up and down my cage. 

When death shall envy joy like this^ 
And come to shade bur sunny weather^ 

Be our last sigh the sigh of blissj 
And both our souls exhal*d together ! 



Its 
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THE CAfFALdGtJE. - '^ ' ^ ^"^ 

" Coke, teU mc/' t9:f%S^pi^^)!gv^^ 

One dajr she redin'd on mjbr^ut 3; 

Come, tell me the nuipbifa;, i^epeat.me j^lffS^^e , f ^ 
Of the nymphs you have bv*d and caf^i|L|V?, ^ 
Oh, Rosa ! 'twas only my £incy ^at xov*d^ j 

My heart at the momesit was.free^ 
But 1*11 tell thee, my girl, how many. I 'are lotrd# 

And the number shall finish with thee I 

My tutor was Kitty ; in infancy wild 

She taught me the way to be blest 5 
She taught me to love her, I lov*d like a child^ 

But Kitty could fancy the rest. 
This lesson of dear and enrapturing lore 

I have never forgot, I allow; < 

I have had it by rote very often before^ 

But never ly heart until now ! 
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toBiiy, Martha was next^ o^d, taoy: soiiS W^alllMi^ 

But my head waaioi&dl of coxnaooej 
That I fijm^ bor ifitxi^iN)aia chifdrj dan^ 

And I iraa faa|.k^«gla<if Ibft^^ 
But Martha w^ not 9f this iancifol school^ 

And she laugh*d ath.erpbdr little knight ; 
While I thought her a goddess, she thought me a foo^ 

Aiidi*ll swear she was most in the right. 

Mj soul was now calm, till, by Cloris's looks^ 

Again I was tempted to rove j 
But Qoris, I found, was so learned in books. 

That she gave me more logic than love ! 
So I left this young Sappho, and hasten*d to fijT 

To those sweeter logicians in bliss. 
Who argue the point with a soul-telling eye. 

And convince us at once with a kiss ! 

Oh ! Susan was then all the world unto me. 

But Susan was pionsly given ', 
And the worst of it was, we could never agre# 

On the road that was shortest to heaven ! 



laft MMtttff 

** Oh; Siisan !** I*ye said> in the momeats of mirth> 
« What 's devotion to thee or to me ? 

^ I devoutly believe there 'b a heaven on earth, 
** And believe that ihai heaven *s in ihee V* 



I ■ ' t 









19^ 



ttB 



'■ -r.! '^. "O ''■■■.' "^ '■■... . :•. -r • • . ■ 
-difpe v;^ :"■'"" ■••■ :• ■ '•■♦ ■.' ■ [ '. 

A FEAGMENT. 



TO 



lis nighty the spectred hour is nigh ! 
Pensive I hear the moaning blast 
Passings with sad sepulchral sigh^ 
My lyre that hangs neglected by^ 
And seems to mourn for pleasures past ! 
That lyre was once attun*d for thee 
To many a lay ^ fond delight^ 
When all thy days were giv*n to me. 
And mine was eveiy blissfld night. 
How of^ I 've languish'd by thy side. 
And while my heart's luxuriant tide 

k' 
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Ran in wiid not diron^ mf ytim, ^; > 
I 've wak'd inch Bweetly^madd'aiog atratt»f 
Asif by iinpiratton*B&'e >H 

My soul wai blended with my Ijrre hf! \^,7 
Oh ! while in every feinting note » 
We heard the sool of passion float ; 
While^ in thjr bine dissolving glance^ 
I *ve raptur'd read thy bosom's trance, 
I've sung and trembled, kiss'd and sung > 
Till, as we mingle breath with breath. 
Thy burning kisses parch my tongue. 
My hands drop listless on the lyre. 
And, murmuring like a swan in death. 
Upon thy bosom I expire ! 
Yes, I indeed remttnber well- 
Those hours of pleasure past and o'er $ 
Why have I liv'd their sweets to tell ? 
To tell, but never feel them more ! 
I should havb died, have sweetly died. 
In one of those hti^ssfon'd dreams. 
When languid, silent on thy br^t. 
Drinking thine eyes' dellddus beams. 
My soul has flutteVd from its nest. 
And on thy lip just ^^ingsigh'd i 



Ob ! dfing thus a death oflavt, 
^W6-^09^Vi hfytr dearly ^oold I go 1 
He well might hope for jqjrs above^ 
Who' had' b^fui^it^^ ^exe below ! 
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Whbrb is the ojmph> whose azuie eye 
Can shine through rapture's tear? 

Hie sun has Sunk^ the moon is high^ 
And yet she comes not here ! ' <^ 

Was that her footstep on the hiU— 

Her voice up<m the gale ?— - 
No, 'twas the wind, and all is still. 

Oh, maid of Marlivale ! 

Come to me, love, I 've wandered far, 

Tis past the promis'd hour; 
Come to me, love, the twilight star 

Shall guide thee to my bow'r. 
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Whbn Ttax^» who steals our. years away. 

Shall steal our pleasures too> 
The mem 'ry of the past will stay. 

And half oar joys reoew. 

Then, Chloe, whei;i thy beauty's flow'r , 

Shall feel the wintry air, 
Reroembraiice will recall the hour 

When thou alone wert fiiir ! 

Then talk uopaore of future gloom,) 

Our joys shall always last j 
For hope shall brighten days to come. 

And memory gild the past I 
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Come, Cbloe, fill tbegetii^ bo^vii 1 1 
I drink to Love and thee t ' v ' '.- O 

Thou never canst decay in iout .-r :' . "^ 
Thou*lt still be jciang for me*. :/ IrJ'- 

And as thy lips tl^ tirec-drop chase. 
Which on my cheek they find. 

So hope shaU steal away the trace 
Which sorrow leaves behind ! 

Then fill the bowL^way with gloom ! 

Our joys shall al#ays last; 
For hope shaH brighten days to come. 

And mem*iy gild the past ! 

Butmark^ at thought of fiiture years. 

When love shall lose its soul. 
My Chloe drops her timid tears. 

They mingle with my bowl ! 

How lUcethis bowl of wine, my feir. 

Our loving life shall fleet ; 
Though tears may sometimes mingle there. 

The draught will still be sweet ! 
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Then fiU ^thtrv^stv^y with gloomf^ 

Our J07S shall flliv^TB last; 
For hope win brighten dajn to com^i > 

And memoiygiifilbeptfBlil . 
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Mt fktes had destined me ft> rdiillr' • -H 

A long, long pilgrimage bf love j '"' -" ' : ^'^^ 

And many an altar on my way : • ; . ^ 

Has lur'd my pious steps to stay ; 

For, if the saint was young and &ir^ 

I tum'd and sung my vespers there. 

This, from a youthful pilgrim's fire. 

Is what your pretty saints require : 

To pass, nor tell a single bead. 

With them would be profane hdeed I 

But trust me, all this young devotion 

Was but to keep my zeal in motioii'j 

And, ev*ry kumhler altar past, 

I aorw have reach -d the shrike at last !' - 
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REUBEN ANB ROSE. 

A TALB OF ROMANCE. 
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Ta. darkne» which bung upon WiUumberg'B wall. 

Has long bciiAreinember'd witbafw«««iidTO 
For yeaiB not a sunboim had plaj'd in its haUs^N 

And it seem'd as shut oat from the regioda off day ! 
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Though the n^leys were brighteh'd by many A t)6am> 
Yet none could the woods of the castle illume ; 

And the lightnings which £ash'd on the neighbouring 
stream^ 
Flew backs as '^ fearing to enter the gloom ! 

*' Oh ! when ^hall this horrible darkness di^rae ?" 
Said Willumberg*s lord to the seer of the cafie ;*^ 

" It can never dispel^*' said the wizard of voraejt 
'' Till the . ]>right star of chivalry's w4^in the 
wave !" 



IS6 MSBIS. 

Afid wha was the bHg^ star of cbivair^^«ii l^^i v/T 

Wlio could' be bat Retibeiiy the £<y«^r ic^tijel^ ! 

Fm* Reuben was first in the eombdt <»f ttienj /// li:' 



Though Yoadi Jh^ mroe wrllteal^ toRtte^'tfofJier 
page. 

For Wilfumberg*s dau^ter his bosom had'beii^^^' 

For Rose^ who was bright as the Sf^tit cfAa^ii^i' ' 
Wlran-^ith wand dropping diainimds^ aBodiAVery &et 
: ^ walks o"^ the fiow'rs oEthe mountain andlawn! 
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M«l9t Rose> tben> firpm Reuben to &ta^ mn^} 
Sad^ sad were the words of the man in the cafe. 

That darkness should cover the castle for ever> 
Or Reuben be sunk in the merciless wave ! 

She flew to the wizard — '^ And tell me, oh tell ! 
'^ Shall my Reuben no more be restored to mj 

eyes ?"— 
Yes, yes, — ^when a spirit shall toll the great bell 
'^ Of the mouldering abbey, your Reuben diall 

rise!" 
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H^ bei^ oiHdd wiile at tbet^rronhpf ^ajtl^ ; . 

How strangely the order of destiny falls !— 

When a apiibe^apt wN 4eeti»:|Q iteiwe' o^^ the va^# 
Add Ae oUdtW 9f^^ Willnmliei^ :t>a9k*d:in.thfi d^;l> 

AJl^ ^ but the i^ <^itbe p^iid w^s in lights 
There sorrow and terror lay gloomy and blank : 

Two days did she wander> ond all the IcMig m^t» 
In ({oest of her love> on the wide river^B baak. 

Ofi^ <^ did she pause for th^ toll of the bcit> r 
And she heard buttl»foreathingsof nigbtintheair; 

Long^ long did she gaze on the watery swdl^ 
And she saw but the foam of the white billow there. 
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As diefe^k'd at!tbe]%btHrf%6'm<MiSln')9^'{^^ 
She thought 'twas his hehnet of silver sHi^^^idKtr^ 
As the coil bf the sarge'gUtieirnr Ii&^tt4lfi?lH^. 

And DOW the third night was begemming the sky. 
Poor Rose on the cold dewy margent reclin'd^ 

There wept till the tear almost froze in her eye. 
When,— -hark !— 'twas the bell that came deep in 
the wind ! 

She startled, and saw, through the glimmering shade, 
A form o'er the waters in majesty glide; 

She knew 'twas her love, though his cheek was 
decay'd. 
And his helmet of silver was wash'd by the tide. 

Was this what the seer of the cave had foretold ? — 
Dim, dim through the phantom the moon shot a 
gleam; 

*T was Reuben, but ah ! he was deathly and cold. 
And fleeted away like the spell of a dream ! 
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Twice^ i^j^,f^^)fifi^j^^rBM ofiea she though^ . j 

fj^^ qj{|i)g^ beoeatbiy ^t a billow she caught^ . 
And sunk to repose on its bosom for ever ! 
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A TALE. 
Annulus ille viri. Ovid. Amor. fib. ii. ^eg. 15. 
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1 HB happy day at length arriv*d 

When Rupert was to wed 
The fairest maid in Saxony, 

And take her to his bed. 

* I should be sorry to think that my friend bad any serious 
intentions of frightening the nursery by this story : I rather 
hope — though the manner of it leads me to doubt — that his 
design was to ridicule that distempered taste, which prefiers 
those monsters of the fancy to the <* speciosa miracula*' of trae 
poetic imagination. 

I find, by a note in tne manuscript, that he met with this 
story in a German author, Fromman upon Faseinatkmy book iii. 
part vi. chap. 18. On consulting the work, I peicdire that 
Fromman quotes it from Beluacensis, among JxaJiy otl^r stories 
equally dinbolical and interesting. E. 



As soon as tiunfn was in the fUcy, 

The fea^ and sports began ; 
The men admir'd the bappy msad. 

The maids the happy iimn. 

In many a sweet' device of mirth 

The day was pa68*4 along ; 
And some the featly daince amua'd^ 

And some the dulcet song. 

The younger taMs vritti Isabel 
Disported throK^h fhe b(>w6r8^ 

And deck*d her robe apd cfown'd her head 
With motley bridal flowers. 

The matrons all la rich attire. 

Within the castle walls. 
Sat listenbg to the chcxral strains 

That echo'd through the halls. 

Young Rupert and his friends repatr*d . 

Unto a spacious coxust. 
To Btiike^the bosmding tnonis^iall 
' fo feat and 
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The bridegroom on his finger had 
The wedding-ring so bright^ 

Which was to grace the lily hand 
Of Isabel that night. 

And fearing he might break the gem> 

Or lose it in the play^ 
He looked around the court, to see 

Where he the ring might lay. 

Now in the court a statue stood. 
Which there full long had been ; 

It was a Heathen goddess, or 
Perhaps a Heathen queen. 

Upon its mari>le finger then 
He tried the ring to fit ; 

And, thinking it was safest there. 
Thereon he fastened it. 

And now the tennis sports went on« 
mi they were wearied all. 

And messengers announc*d to them 
Their dinner in the hall. 
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YoungtttipeWfi)f tis wed3ing-ring 

Unto thi^ ffehie^'vfeht : 
But, olft^^b^ was'he shocked to find 

The marble finger bent ! 

Thi^Mki^is (cibs'd upon the ring 
With firm and mighty clasp j 

In vaihie tried, and tried, and tried, . 
He could not loose the grasp ! 

H<Jw sof6 surpris'd was Rupert's mind,*— 

As well his' mind might be ; 
" I '11 come," quoth he, '' at night again, 

" When none are here to see." 



\ 



He went unto the feast, and much 

He thought upon his ring -, 
And much he wonder'd what could mean 

So very strange a thing ! 

The feast was o'er, and to the court 

He went without delay, 
KesolvM to break the marble hand. 

And force the 'ring away ! 
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But mark a stranger wonder still— 
The ring was there no more ; 

Yet was the marble hand ungrasp'd. 
And open as before ! 

He searched the base^ and all the courts 

And nothing could he find. 
But to the castle did return 

« 

With sore bewildered mind. 

Within he found them all in mirth. 

The night in dancing flew 5 
The youth another ring procured. 

And none th' adventure knew. 

And now the priest has joined their hands^ 

The hours of love advance ! 
Rupert almost forgets to think 

Upon tlje morn's mischance. 

Within the bed fair Isabel 

In blushing sweetness lay. 
Like flow'rs, half-open'd by the dawu> 

And waiting for the day. 
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And Rupert, by her lovely side. 

Id youthful beauty glows. 
Like Phoebus, when he bends to cast 

His beams upon a rose i 

And here my song should leave them both. 

Nor let the rest be told. 
But for the horrid, horrid tale 

It yet has to unfold! 

Soon Rupert, 'twixt his bride and him, 

A death- cold carcass found j 
He saw it not, but thought he felt 

Its arms embrace him round. 

He started up, and then retum'd, ' 

But found the phantom still 5 
In vain he shrunk, it clipp*d him round. 

With damp and deadly chill ! 

And when he bent, the earthy lips 

A kiss of horror gave ; 
Twas like the smell from chamel vaults. 

Or from the mouldering grave ! 
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Ill-fated Rupert, wild and loud 

Thou criedst to thy wife, 
" Oh ! save me from this horrid fiend, 

"My Isabel! my life!*' 

3ut Isabel had nothing seen^ 

She looked around in vain ; 
And much she mourn*d the mad conceit 

That rack'd her Rupert's brain. 

At length from this invisible 
These words to Rupert came ; 

(Oh God ! while he did hear the wordsy 
What terrors shook his frame !) 

" Husband ! husband ! I Ve the ring 
*' Thou gav'st to-day to mej 

*' And thou *rt to me for ever wed, 
*^ As I am wed to thee !" 

And all the night the demon lay 

Cold-chilling by his side. 
And strain'd him with such deadly grasp^ 

He thought he should have died ! 
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But when the dawn of day was near^ 

The horrid phantom fied^ 
And left th* afirighted youth to weep 

By Isabel in bed. 

All, all that day a gloomy cloud 
Was seen on Rupert's brows 5 

Fair Isabel was likewise sad. 
But strove to cheer her spouse. 

And, as the day advanced, he thought 
Of coming night with fear : 

Ah ! that he must with terror view 
The bed that should be dear ! 

At length the second night arrived. 
Again their couch they press'd 3 

Poor Rupert hop*d that all was o'er. 
And look'd for love and rest. 

But oh ! when midnight came, again 

The fiend was at his side. 
And, as it straiU'd him in its grasp. 

With howl exulting cried, — 
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'^ Husband ! husband ! I Ve the ring, 
'* The ring thou gav'st to me 3 

*' And thou 'rt to me for ever wed, 
" As I am wed to thee !*' 

In agony of wild despair. 
He started from the bed j 

And thus to his bewilder*d wife 
The trembling Rupert said : 

'^ Oh Isabel ! dost thou not see 
'* A shape of horrors here, 

*' That strains me to the deadly kis5, 
*' And keeps me from my dear V* 

" No, no, my love ! my Rupert, I 
" No shape of horrors see 3 

*' And much I mourn the phantasy 
" That keeps my dear from me !*' 

This night, just like the night before^ 

In terrors pass'd away. 
Nor did the demon vanish thence 

Before the dawn of day. 
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Says Ri^rt then, *' My Isabel, 
Dear partner of my woe. 
To Father Austin's holy cave 
" This instant will I go." 

Now Austin was a reverend man. 

Who acted wonders maint. 
Whom all the country round believ*d 

A devil or a saint ! 

To Father Austin's holy cave 

Theil Rupert went full straight. 
And told him all, and ask'd him how 

To remedy his fate. 

The Father heard the youth, and then 

Retir'd awhile to pray ; 
And, having pray'd for half an hoiiir> 

Retum'd, and thus did say : 

" There is a j^ace where four roads meet, 

" Which I wUl tell to thee 5 
" Be there this eve, at fall of night, 

'^ And list what thou shalt see. 
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'' Thou 'It see a group of figures pass 
In strange disorder'd crowd, 
Trav'ling by torch-light through the roads, 
*' With noises strange and loud. 

'* And one that 's high above the rest, 

" Terrific towering o*er, 
*' Will make thee know him at a glance, 

** So I need say no more. 

^' To him from me these tablets give, 

" They '11 soon be understood 3 
" Thou need'st not fear, but give them straight, 

*' I 've scrawl'd them with my blood !" 



The night- fall came, and Rupert all 

In pale amazement went 
To where the cross-roads met, and he 

Was by the Father sent. 

And lo ! a group of figures catne 

In strange disorder'd crowd, 
Trav'ling by torch-light through the roads, * 

With noises strange and loud. 
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And, as the gloomy train advanced, 

Rupert beheld from far 
A female form of wanton mien 

Seated upon a car. 

And Rupert, a9 he gaz'd upon 

The loosely-vested dame. 
Thought of the marble statue's look. 

For hers was just the same. 

Behind her walk*d a hideous form. 
With eyeballs flashing death; 

Whene'er he breatli'd, a sulphur'd smoke 
Came burning in his breath ! 

He seem*d the first of all the crowd 

Terrific towering o'er j 
" Yes, yes," said Rupert, '^ this is he, 

'' And I need ask no more." 

Then slow he went, and to this fiend 

The tablets trembling gave. 
Who look'd and read them with a yell 

That would disturb the grave. 
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And when he saw the blood-scrawl*d naine> 

His eyes with ftiry shine 3 
" I thought,*' cries he, '^ his time was out, 

" But he must soon be mine !'* 

Then darting at the youth a look> 
Which rent his soul with fear, 

JEIe went unto the female fiend. 
And whisper'd in her ear. 

The female fiend.no sooner heard. 

Than, with reluctant look. 
The very ring that Rupert lost. 

She from her finger took. 

And, giving it unto the youth. 
With eyes that breath'd of hell. 

She said, in that tremendous voice. 
Which he remember' d well : 

** In Austin's name take back the ring, 
" The ring thou gav'st to me j 

'' And thou 'rt to me no longer wed, 
*' Nor longer I to thee." 
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He took the ring^ the rabble pa8s*d. 
He home returned again 5 

His wife was then the happiest fair> 
The happiest he of men ! 
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SONG. 

«W THS BIRTH-DAY OF MRS. 
WRITTCK IN IRELAND. 



Of all my happiest hours of joy. 
And even I have had my measure^ 

When hearts were full, and ev*ry eye 
Has kindled with the beams of pleasure ! 

Such hours as this I ne'er was given. 
So dear to friendship, dear to blisses -, 

Young Love himself looks down from heaven. 
To smile on such a day as this is ! 

Then oh ! my friends, this hour improve. 
Let 's feel as if we ne'er could sever ! 

And may the birth of her we love 
Be thus with joy remember'd ever ! 
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Oh ! banish evVy thought to-rtight. 

Which could disturb our souPs communion ! 

Abandon'd thus to dear delight. 

We *11 e*en for once forget the Union ! 

On that let statesmen try their pow'rs. 

And tremble o*er the rights they *d die for -, 

The union of the soul be ours. 
And ev'ry union else we sigh for ! 

Then oh ! my friends, this hour improve. 
Let 's feel as if we ne'er could sever 5 

And may the birth of her we love 
Be thus with joy reraember'd ever ! 

In ev'ry eye around I mark 

The feelings of the heart o'erflowing 5 
From evVy soul I catch the spark 

Of sympathy, in friendship glowing ! 

Oh ! could tfuch moments ever fly j 

Oh ! that we ne'er were doom'd to lose 'em 3 

And all as bright as Charlotte's eye. 
And all as pure as Charlotte's bosom. 
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But oh ! my friends> this hour improve. 
Let 's feel as if we ne*er could sever; 

And may the birth of her we love 
Be thus with joy remember'd ever I 



For me, whate*er my span of years. 
Whatever sun may light my roving ; 

Whether I waste my life in tears. 

Or live, as now, for mirth and loving ! 

This^day shall come with aspect kind. 
Wherever fate may cast your rover j 

He '11 think of those he left behind. 
And drink a health to bliss that *s over! 

Then oh ! my friends, this hour improve. 
Let 's feel as if we ne'er could sever ; 

And may the birth of her we love 
Be thus with joy remcmber'd ever \ 
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TO A BOY, 

WITH A WATCH. 
(written for a frienb.) 



Is it not sweet, beloved youth t 
To rove through Eradition's bowers, 

« 

And cull the golden fruits of truth, * 
And gather Fancy's brilliant flowers ? 

And is it not more sweet than this. 
To feel thy parents' hearts approving. 

And pay them back in sums of bliss 
The dear, the endless debt of loving ? 

It must be so to thee, my youth ; 

With this idea toil is lighter 5 
This sweetens all the fruits of truth. 

And makes the flowers of fancy brighter ! 



The little gift we send thee, boy. 

May sometimes teach thy soul to ponder. 

If indolence or syren joy 

Should ever tempt that soul to wander. _^ 

'Twill tell thee that the winged day „ 
Can ne'er be chain a by man's endeavour ) 

That life and time shall iade away. 

While heav'n and virtue bloom for ever ! 

-. . ' '-■ •,*.•■ '-.J J 



POEMS. l6l 



FRAGMENTS OF COLLEGE EXERCISES, 

Nbbilitas sola est atque unica virtus. Juv. 



AlABK those proud boasters of a splendid line^ 
Like gilded ruins^ mouldering while they shine. 
How heavy sits that weight of alien show. 
Like martial helm upon an infant's brow j 
Those borrow'd splendours, whose contrasting light 
Throws back the native shades in deeper night. 

Ask the proud train who glory's shade pursue. 
Where are the arts by which that glory grew ? 
The genuine virtues that with eagle-gaze 
Sought young Renown in all her orient blaze 1 
Where is the heart by chymic truth refin'd, 
Th' exploring soul, whose eye had read mankind ? 
Where are the links that twin'd, with heav'nly art. 
His country's interest round the patriot's heart ? 
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Where is the tongue that scattered words of fire ? 
The spirit breathing through the poet's lyre ? 
Do these descend with all that tide of fame 
Which vainly waters an unfruitful name ? 

* * * ♦ ♦ 






Jvttum bellum quibus necessariam^ ct pia arma quibus nulla 
nisi in armis relinquitur spes. Livy. 



Is there no call, no consecrating cause. 
Approved by heav'n, ordain'd by nature's laws. 
Where justice flies the herald of our way. 
And truth's pure beams upon the banners play ? 

Yes, there 's a call sweet as an angePs breath 
To slumb'ring babes, or innocence in death 5 
And urgent as the tongue of heav'n within. 
When the mind's balance trembles upon sin. 
Oh ! 'tis our country's vwce, whose claim should 

meet 
An echo in the soul's most deep retreat 5 
Along the heart's responding string should run. 
Nor let a tone there vibrate — but the one ! ♦ 
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JMabt, I believ'd thee true. 

And I was blest in thus believing ; 

But now I mourn that e'er I knew 
A girl so fair and so deceiving { 

Few have ever lov d like me,-— 
Oh ! I have lov*d thee too sincerdj 1 

And few have e'er deceiv'd like thee,— 
Alas ! ^deceiv'd me too severely ! 



Fare thee well! yet think a while 

On one whose bosom bleeds to doubt thee j 
Who now would rather trust that smile. 



Fare thee well ! I *11 think of thee> 
Thou leav'st me many a bitter token ^ 

For see^ distracting woman ! see^ 
My peace is ^one, my heart is broken !*-^ 
Fare thee welU 



--•/'■_ 
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Why does azure deck the sky ? 

T is to be like thy looks of blue; 
Why is red the rose's dye ? 

Because it is thy blushes' hue. 
AH that's fair, by Love's decree. 
Has been made resembling thee I 

Why is falling snow so white. 
But to be like thy bosom fair } 

Why are solar beams so bright ? 
That they may seem thy golden hair I 

All that 's bright, by Love's decree. 

Has been made resembling thee J 
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Why are nature's beauties felt ? 

Oh ! 't is thine in her we see! 
Why has music pow'r to melt ? 

Oh ! because it speaks like thee. 
All that *s sweet, by Love's decree. 
Has been made resembling thee f 
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ADDRBfMP _^ 

TO J. AT— NS— N, ESa M.R.I.A.» 



1 HOUGH long at school and college dozing 
On books of rhyme and books of prosing. 
And copying from their moral pages 
Fine recipes for forming sages } 
Though long with those divines at school. 
Who think to make us good by rule 5 

* The gentleman to whom this poem is addressed is the aut! 
of some esteemed works, and was Mr. Little's most partict 
friend. 1 have heard Mr. Little very frequently speak of 1 
as one in whom ** the elements were so mixed/' that neit 
in his head nor heart had nature left any deficiency. £. 
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Who^ in methodic forms advancing^ 
Teaching morality like dancings 
Tell us, for heav'n or money's sake. 
What steps we ac&thrQUgh.life to take : 
llKMigfa thus, my friend, so long employ'd. 
And so much nudnight oil dectrgy'd, 
I must confess, my searches past,, 
I only leam'd to doubt at last*. 

I find the doctors^ and the sages 
Have difFer*d in all climes and ages,. 
And two in fifty scarce agree 
On what is pure morality ! 
*T is like the rainbow's shifting zone,^ 
And every vision makes its own. 

The doctors of the Porch advise,.. 
As modes of being great and wise. 
That we should cease to own or know 
The luxuries that from feeling flow* 

'' Reason alone must claim direction, 
" And Apathy 's the soul's perfection. 
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'' Like a dull lake the heart musf Ife ^ " ' 
'^ Nor passion's gale nor jpleasur^'^ sigh,'* * 
'' Though heai?^fl the breeze, the breath 6tlj>jjiled, 
'^ Must curi the wave or swell the tide'!'" ' * 



Such was the rigid 2^no*9 plan 
To form his philosophic man ; 
Such were the modes he taught mankind 
To weed the garden of the mind j 
They tore away some weeds, *t is true. 
But all the flow rs were ravish*d too t 

Now listen to the wily strains 
Which, on Cyrene's sandy plains. 
When Pleasure, nymph with loosen'^d zone,. 
Usurp'd the philosophic throne 3 
Hear what the courtly sage's * tongue 
To his surrounding pupils sung : 

^^ Pleasure *s the only noble end 
^^ To which all human pow'rs should tend^ 
'• And Virtue gives her heav'nly lore, 
^^ But to make Pleasure please us more ! 

* i^ristippus* 
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** WisdoDi and she were both de3iga*d 
'' To mak^ the^ s^ds<^. more refin*d, 
*' That man joaight revel, free from cloying, 
"-* Then most a ^ge^ when most enjoying !'* 

Is this naorality ?— Oh, no I 
E*en I a wiser path could show. 
The flow*r withm this vase confined. 
The pure, th* un&ding flow'r of mind. 
Must not throw all its sweets away 
Upon a mortal mould of clay j 
No, no ! its richest breath should rise 
In virtue*3 incense to the skies ! 

But thus it is, all sects we see 
Have watch-words of morality : 
Some cry out Venus, others Jove ; 
Here 't is religion, there *t is love \ 
But while they thus so wisely wander. 
While mystics dream, and doctors ponder ^ 
And some, in dialectics firm. 
Seek virtue in a middle term } 
While thus they strive, in heav*n*s defiance^ 
To chain morality with science > 
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The pl^ '^ood man, wkb^ifctionitimtK^ 
More virtufe Ifaaa a seet'^n pMMsb^ >ir>a,I 
Rtrsoes his ccMirise/ulisagdy^^Q i^ i^ot"^ 
His tutor vhnpi^Bg in hiftlftrttfkl^'aiiBW 
Nor could he act a puipr part> 
Though he hid Tulljr alt by heart j 
And when he drops the tear on woe^. 
He little knows or cares to know 
That Epictetus blam'd that tear^ 
By heav'n approv'd, ti^ virtue dear I 

Oh r when P Ve seen the morning beant 
Floating within the dimpled stream ; 
While Nature, wakening from the nighty 
Has just put on her robes of light. 
Have I, with cold optician's gaze. 
Explored the ddctrine of those rays ? 
No, pedants, Thave left to you 
Nicely to sep'rate hue from hue :. 
Go, give that moment up to art, 
"When heav'n and nature claim the heart y 
And, dull to all their best attraction. 
Go— measure angles ofrefracHonf 



yHhiigf I>icU>:l(^eUoC^« sweet romaoco^ 
Look oGri0aid)ttdAj*beaai a» a gbocQ 
From th^gft^t^yeof Himabove, 
IWak'xiiDgiJiM world witb logiks ofl^e T 
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I 

IHE NATAL GEltflOs: ' "• 

A DBEAM. 

TO «— — » THB MORNING OF HER BICLTH-DAY. . 



In witchiog slumbers of the nighty 
I dream'd I was the airy sprite 

That on thy natal moment smird; 
And thought I wafted on my wing 
Those flow'rs which in Elysium springy 

To crown my lovely mortal child. 

With olive-branch I bound thy head. 
Heart' s-ease along thy path I shed. 

Which was to bloom through all thy years \ 
Nor yet did I forget to bind 
Love's roses, with his myrtle twin'd. 

And dew'd by sympathetic tears. 
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Such was the wild but precious boon^ 
Which Fancy^ at her magic noon^ 

Bade me io Nona^s image pay — 
Oh ! were I, love^ thus doom'd to be 
Thy little guardian deity. 

How blest around thy steps I *d play ! 

Thy life should sofUy steal along. 
Calm as some lonely shepherd's song 

That's heard at distance in the grove 5 
No cloud should ever shade thy sky. 
No thorns along thy pathway lie. 

But all be sunshine, peace, and love! 

The wing of time should never brush 
Thy dewy lip's luxuriant flush. 

To bid its roses withering die ; 
Nor age itself, though dim and dark. 
Should ever quench a single spark 
. That flashes from my Nona's eye ! 
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}ate General Burgoynk, to which are prefixed Memoirs of the 
Author. In 2 Vols. Foolscap, Price 12s. in boards. And on large 
Paper, i8s. in boards. 

22. DESIGNS for Small Picturesque Cottages, Hunting- 
Boxes, Park-Entrances, Bridges, &c. &c By E Gyfforb, Ar- 
chitect. Price il. IS. 

23. DESIGNS for Elegant Cottages and Small Villas; to 
which are annexed general Estimates of the prouable iixpcnce. 
J^j E. Gyfford, Architect. Price iL iis- 6d. 

7 24. AN ESSAY ON BRITISH COTrAGE ARCHI- 
TECTURE. Illustrated by Twenty-one Plates. By James 
Malton, Architect. Large Quarto. Price, in boat ds, il. lis. 6d. 
Coloured Copies, 2I. 12s. 6d. 



fiOOKS PUBLISHED BY J. CARPENTEll. 

i5. A COLLECTION OF DESIGNS FOR RURAL RE- 
TREATS as ViYlas, principallf in the Gothic and Castle 
Styles of Architecture ; with other Appendages. By James 
M ALTON. Quarto. Price zl. 12s. 6d. bciards. Coloured 
Copies, 4I. 4s. 

26. A PRACTICAL TREATISE ON PERSPECTIVE. By 
James Maltok. Quarto. Price il. is. boards. 

27. IRRIGATION; or, VARIOUS METHODS OF 
WATERING MEADOWS. By W. Tatham, Author of the 
Political (Economy of Inland Navigation, &c. OctavOi 
Price 8s. 

28. SERMONS. By the Rev. John Wight Wickes, 
M.A. Domestic Chaplain to His Royal Highness the Duke of 
Cumberland. Octavo. Price 7s. boards. 

29. HOLY BIBLE. Imperial Quarto. Elegantly bound 
in morocco. Price 7I. 7s. 

Ditto, Royal Quarto, ditto. Price 5I. 

Ditto, Demy Quarto, in calf. Price 2I. 

30. RECUEIL DES PIECES DE THEATRE, lues par 
M. L& Texier. Eight Vols. Octavo. Price 2I. 16s. 

31. JOAN!!! By Matilda Fitzjohn. Four Vols. 
Price 16s. -sewed. 

32. LETTERS ON THE FEMALE MIND, its Powers 
?'.nd Parsaits ; with particular Reference to the dangerous 
Opinions contained in the Writings of Miss M. Williams. 
Second Edition. Two Vols. Price 8s. sewed. 

33. ADDRESS TO A YOUNG LADY, on her Entrance 
into the World. Two Vols. Octavo. Price los. 

. 34. ODDITIES AND OUTLINES. By E. M. Two Vo- 
lumes Foolscap Octavo. Price los. 

35. THE ART OF HORSEMANSHIP, altered and ab- 
Itreviated according to the Principles of the late Sir Sidney 
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Meudqws. m id pstr^tecl by. Thirty ^pper:Pl^t^4 by Sthick- 
..v>ifD: pRK^Hk.n, £sq. (q one Volua»fi/ GtuacW- ..^^^ 

^''"i6. OBSfeRVATIONS ON THE HORSE'S' FOOT, ilKis- 
trated by Plates. By Strickland Freemak, E^. Quarto. 
<PriQe' I K I IS. ^. boards. 

37. TOUR OF THE ISLE OF WIGHT. With Views. By 
J. KiMet. Two Vols. Octavo. Price il. i is. 6(1. 

Large Paper Copies, Price Three Guineas. 

38. ALPHONSO DI BORGO; or a Sentimental CotfV* 
spondence of the Sixteenth Century. Price 3s. 6d. 

39. THE BRITISH POETS, 124 Vols. Price tzl ,w«. 
«ewed. 

40. SWIFT'S W^ORKS. A new Edition. Nineteen Vols- 
Octavo. Price 7I. tis. boards. 

Ditto, printed on rovftl paper. Price iil, 8s. 

Ditto in 24 vols, roy^l i8mo. Price 4I. 4s. 

41. JOHNSON'S WORKS. Twelve Vols. Octavo. Pric6 
4I.4S. 

Ditto. Twelve Vols, royal i8mo. Price 2I. 8s. 

4Z. LIVES OF THE POETS. Three Volv 

Octavo. Price il. is. 

Ditto. Three Vols, royal xSmo. Price 12s. 

43. RAMBLER. Three Vols. Octavo. Price 

ll. IS. 

Ditto. Four Vols. i2mo. Price 14s. 
Ditto. Three Vols, royal 1 8mo. Price 12s. 

44. SPECTATOR, TATLER, and GUARDIAN. Four- 
teen Vols. Octavo. A new Edition. Price 61. 
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45. SPECTATOR. Eight Vols. Octavo. Price 2I. 161 
Ditto. Eight Vols. lamo. Price il. 4s. 

46. A NEW COLLECTION OF ENIGMAS, C 
RADES, TRANSPOSITIONS, &c. Price 45. 

47. THOMSON'S SEASONS. Foolscap Octavo. Pric 

48. THE ANTIQUARIAN AND TOPOGRAPHI 
CABINET ; containing a Series of elegant Views and intc 
ing Objects in Great Britain. Vol. I. and II. Price i^s. c 
inboaids. 

And on large ptper. Price il. 4s. each. 

49. MILTON'S POEFICAL WORKS, by Todd. 
Vols. Octavo. 

Ditto. Four Vols. Foolscap Octavo. Price il. is. 

50. MILTON'S PARADISE LOST, by Gimies. 1: 
Price 4s. 

Ditto. Foolscap Octavo. Price 6s. 

Ditto. i8mo. Price 2s. 6d. 

51. THE WORKS OF FRANCIS RABELAIS. Ti 
lated from the French. Anew Edition. In four Vols, i: 
Price il. IS. 

Ditto. Demy Octavo. Price il. 2s. 

52. YOUNG'S NIGHT THOUGHTS. Octavo. Pric 
Ditto. iSmo. Price 3s. 6d. 

53. POPE'S HOMER, by Wakefield. Nine " 
Octavo. Price 4I. boards. Large paper, 5I. 8s. 

Ditto, Four Vols. Foolscap Octavo. Price il. 4s. 

Ditto. Four Vols. i8mo. 14s. boards. 

54. POPE'S ILIAD. i2mo. Price 4s. 

55. -«.— ODYSSEY. i2ino. Price 48. 



BOOKS TOBLiSHm Ev J. i^KPKmm. 

a6. NUGENT'S FRENCH AND ENGLISH DlCnO- 
NARY- Price 5s- 

Ditto. Square izmo. Price 63. 

^7. CAROLINE. Three Vols. Price los. 6&. 

58. GIL BLAS, in Italian. Four Vols. 18s. 

59. WERTER, in Italian. Two Vols. 8s. 

60. The Fiist Number of ILLUSTRATIONS of some^ 
the most REMARKABLE SCENES in SCOTLAND. By 
WiULiAM ScROPE, Esq. F.L. S. Each Number will contain 
three Engravings, from Paintings by the Author, executed by J* 
Landseer, Engraver to the King. 

61 GEORGE THE THIRD, A Novel. 3 Vols. laroo. 
.Price 13s. 6d. boards. 
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IN THE PRESS. 

1. THE PLANTS ; aPoem, by William Tighb> Esq. M.P. 

2. THE CUTTER, in five Lectures, upon the Art and 
Practice of Cutting. 

Lecture I. Introduction and Definitions. 

II. Art of cutting Acquaintances. 

III. Art of cutting Friends. 

IV. Art of cutting Relations. 

— V. First Lines for the Ladies. 

Illustrated with Engravings, by J. A. ATKrNsoN^ Esq. 

3. THE CURATE, a Poem. 

The world it not l\f fritnd^ mr the ivwlttt law. 

Shaksspiare. 



NEW MUSIC. Bj THOS. MOORE, Esf. 



I. A CANADIAN BOAT SONG, arranged for tl 
Voices, Price 3s. 

a. OH, LADY FAIR ! Price 3s. 

3. SEGIUEL TO " OH, LADY FAIR !" Price 5s. 

4. COME TELL ME, SAYS ROSA. Price is. 6d. 

5. FLY FROM THE WORLD, O BESSY, TO J 
Price IS. 6d. 

6. NOW LET THE WARRIOR WAVE HIS SWOI 
(A Glee.) Price 2s. 6d. 

7. FAREWELL BESSY. Price is. 6d. 

. 8. SIGH NOT THUS, OH, SIMPLE BOY. (A CI 
Price 2s. 

9. SWEET SEDUCER. Price is. 6d. 

10. CAN I AGAIN THAT FORM CARESS ? Price is. 

I I. GOOD NIGHT ! Price as. 

iz. WHEN TIME WHO STEALS. Price is. 6d. 

13. THE WREATH YOU WOVE. Price is. 6d. 

14. FRIEND OF MY SOUL. Price is. 6d. 

15. DID NOT. Price is. 6d. 

16. COME TO THESE SCENES OF PEACE. (A Gk 
The Music and Words by the Rev, W. L. Bowles. Price 3 



M 



i^.A^.^^__k^k_^trfa 



